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MISS DAUBNEY’S PROTEGEE 

by Rosalind Turner 


T he eighteen-year-olds of Form 6A sat silently as Miss 
Hardshaw took the morning register. The silence was 
punctuated only by the sound of girls saying “present, 
miss” as Miss Hardshaw read through the list of names. “Amanda 
Tendall.” 

“Present miss.” 

“Charlotte Thackeray.” 

“Present miss.” 

“Sarah Tor r in.” 

“Present miss.” 

Miss Hardshaw looked up at Sarah briefly. 

“Sarah, see me after registration please.” 

She continued with the register and then dismissed the class. 
The girls went off to assembly, except for Sarah who now stood 
before Miss Hardshaw’s desk. 

“How many times have I had to speak to you this week about 
your uniform Sarah?” 

“Three times, miss.” 

“And now it is the fourth. Can you provide me with a reason¬ 
able explanation as to why you are not wearing your tie?” 

“No, miss.” 

‘“No, miss’. On Monday you were wearing brown shoes. On 
Tuesday you chose to wear black socks. Yesterday after school I 
came across you in the village minus your school hat. And today 
you are minus your tie. Have you a copy of the school uniform 
regulations, Sarah?” 

“Yes, miss.” 
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“Why do you persistently ignore them, along with the three 
previous warnings I gave you this week?” 

“I don’t know, miss.” 

“Do you feel that uniform regulations only apply to the other 
girls?” 

“No, miss.” 

“When I gave you your three previous warnings, did you com¬ 
prehend them?” 

“Yes, miss.” 

“Yet you chose to ignore them. Clearly my words have failed to 
make a sufficient impression on you. Perhaps you will pay greater 
attention to those of your Headmistress. I will speak to her after 
assembly. I believe she caned you last term for violations of uni¬ 
form regulations, did she not?” 

“Yes miss.” 

“Well, I imagine that the Headmistress will wish to renew her 
acquaintance with you, and doubtless she will be quite pleased to 
introduce you once again to her cane. Run along with the others 
to assembly now.” 

Sarah looked a little crestfallen, but she said nothing, and joined 
the others on the way to assembly. It came as little surprise to her 
when the Headmistress announced in assembly that she wished to 
see Sarah Torrin in her study at 5 o’clock. As the girls filed out of 
the Assembly Hall, her friends crowded round her: 

“Sarah, what have you done?” 

“Why does the Head want to see you?” 

“Are you in trouble?” 

“Oh it’s nothing,” she replied. “Miss Hardshaw reported me for 
violating uniform regulations. I wasn’t wearing a tie.” 

“Oh Sarah,” said Penelope, her best friend. “Miss Daubney 
caned you last term over your uniform. I remember you couldn’t 
sit down properly for the rest of the day. She’ll cane you even 
harder now. You’ll probably get twelve.” 

Sarah was an irrepressible girl. Her personality could be likened 
to a cork. If you push a cork under water and let go, it immedi- 


8 



Miss Daubney’s Protegee 


ately resurfaces. Nothing could depress her for long. She was a 
friendly girl with a heart of gold, and never an unkind word for 
anyone. She was however rather mischievous, and saw the occa¬ 
sional caning as little more than an occupational hazard. She was 
naughty, but not wicked, and loved the school, its mistresses and 
its girls with all her heart. She accepted caning as a good thing, 
but she would not let corporal punishment interfere with her 
devil-may-care attitude and high spirits. She knew that Miss 
Daubney would cane her, and cane her hard, and she knew 
deserved it, but she flashed a cheeky smile at Penelope saying, 
“Oh, I know I’m up for a swishing Penny, but it won’t cause me 
too many problems.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You’ll see,” grinned Sarah, as they entered Room 14 for their 
geography lesson. 

At break time, Sarah did not go off with the other girls to the 
common room, instead she went upstairs towards the dormitories. 
They were strictly out of bounds in the daytime, and so she 
looked around carefully before running up the stairs. She went 
into her dormitory. Two minutes later she came out, looked 
around furtively in case Matron was around, and then came 
downstairs to join the girls in the common room. 

Sarah flashed another smile as she approached Penny, and her 
eyes twinkled merrily. “Well, I’m all prepared for the Head this 
afternoon.” 

“I don’t see how you can be so relaxed about it all. I would be 
petrified,” said Penny. 

“Ah, but you haven’t got my secret weapon,” laughed Sarah. 

“What on earth are you talking about?” 

“I just went up to the dorm, and put on two extra pairs of 
knickers. That’ll protect me from Miss Daubney’s cane. I did it 
during the hols when Mummy caned me. It didn’t hurt at all, 
though I pretended it did.” 

“You’ll never get away with it! Miss Daubney has eyes like a 
hawk. When she lifts up your skirt she’ll notice. She’ll be furious.” 
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“No she won’t. I looked in the mirror. You can’t tell. She’ll just 
lift up my skirt and take up the caning position. As long as I 
remember to yelp and look suitably chastened afterwards, she 
won’t suspect a thing.” 

“Oh Sarah. Please don’t take such a risk. It’s far better to take 
the caning that’s due to you than risk further punishment. Miss 
Daubney can be really frightening if a girl annoys her. She 
thrashed my cousin Isabel two years ago for openly defying her in 
front of other girls, and Isabel was breaking down in tears for days 
afterwards, and she was made of pretty stern stuff.” 

Sarah was not deterred by Penny’s warning. She loved taking 
risks. Life was meant to be an exciting adventure. While she was 
not among the greatest academic performers in her class, she 
rarely failed to make school life amusing and exciting for the 
other girls with her various escapades. Her bright personality, 
sense of humour and love of life, and her devotion to all the man¬ 
ifold schoolgirl passions made her popular among the other girls. 
Even the members of staff, although they frequently had need to 
punish her, had a soft spot for her, and they all felt that life would 
be much duller were Sarah not among them. 

The rest of the school day proceeded normally. The girls of 6A 
attended their lessons for the rest of the morning, had lunch, 
enjoyed their lunch break, either chatting in the common room, 
or walking through the pleasant school grounds. Then came the 
afternoon classes. These proceeded uneventfully. Even Miss 
Eastenholme’s lesson proceeded quietly. Miss Eastenholme was a 
young history mistress, who had started at the school that term. 
Although an excellent teacher with a passion for her subject, and 
a desire to impart the love of knowledge to her pupils, she lacked 
the authority to maintain order in the classroom. Her youthful¬ 
ness was doubtless the reason for this. Her lessons were frequent¬ 
ly punctuated with giggles, chatter and the occasional paper dart 
or ink pellet. 

Miss Eastenholme’s problem was that she was too kind. 
Kindness is an excellent and necessary quality in a schoolmistress, 
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but kindness alone is not enough when governing a class of 
schoolgirls, many of whom all too frequently succumb to the 
temptation to be naughty. Although Miss Eastenholme believed in 
corporal punishment in principle, she lacked the necessary 
firmness in herself to take the decision to apply her strap to a girl’s 
hand, or to send her to the Head or Deputy Head for the cane. 
Doubtless this firmness would come with time and experience, 
but her misguided compassion meant that naughty girls were 
often tempted to take advantage of her. It will come as no surprise 
to the reader to learn that Sarah was often so tempted. However 
the forthcoming visit to Miss Daubney’s study concentrated her 
mind, despite the security she imagined she had obtained for her¬ 
self by her illicit visit to her dormitory. Sarah’s quiescence meant 
that for once Miss Eastenholme’s lesson proceeded in an orderly 
fashion. 

Why was Sarah so quiet? In her conversation with Penny she 
had laughed off her friend’s warnings, but a little voice inside her 
kept saying that Penny was right. Another voice told her there was 
nothing to worry about, and although this second voice was pre¬ 
vailing, Penny had planted a small seed of doubt in Sarah’s mind, 
and this little seed was beginning to grow. She kept telling herself 
that the Head will not notice, and she largely believed this but 
there was a nagging doubt which was proving to be extremely 
persistent. 

Afternoon school ended at half-past four, leaving Sarah with 
half an hour to spare before she was due to report to the 
Headmistress. She went to the sixth-form common room with 
the other girls and pulled a book off one of the shelves and began 
to read. However, she could not concentrate. She could have gone 
up to her dormitory and removed the extra underwear, but she 
ignored the promptings of this small voice, which was beginning 
to sound just that little bit louder in her head. “Don’t be silly,” she 
told herself, “I’ll be all right.” 

As irrepressible as she was, a small element of fear was begin¬ 
ning to intrude into her thinking. At twenty to five she stood up, 
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winked at Penny, who gave her a friendly smile, and began the 
walk to Miss Daubney’s study. 

The Headmistress’s study was at the end of a long, ill-lit corri¬ 
dor. Sarah s footsteps resounded on the bare stone floor. Although 
the corridor was not out of bounds, girls only ever walked down 
there if they had to see the Headmistress or her secretary. The cor¬ 
ridor itself was intimidating, and the remoteness of the study made 
the walk all the more forbidding. Even girls who were summoned 
to the study for commendation for academic or some other laud¬ 
able achievement found the corridor, and the study (not to men¬ 
tion Miss Daubney) a daunting experience that they would rather 
have foregone. A cold sinking feeling was growing in her stom¬ 
ach. Sarah tried to tell herself that she would be feeling this any¬ 
way, that it was not caused by the fear that Miss Daubney would 
discover her attempt to mitigate the impact of the caning she 
would receive. 

Her heart was pounding as she reached the study and she raised 
her hand to knock on the door. ‘.‘Too late now,” she thought, as 
she knocked.The green light on the door frame flashed enter, and 
Sarah reluctantly opened the door. She shut the door and stood in 
front of Miss Daubney s desk. Miss Daubney s piercing blue eyes 
bore into Sarah, who now wished that she could be anywhere but 
the place where she currently was. Miss Daubney was a formida¬ 
ble and intimidating lady. Even some of the members of staff 
found her intimidating. She was in her mid-fifties, with elegantly 
coiffured grey hair. Her penetrating eyes were enhanced by her 
gold-rimmed spectacles, which she wore with a chain. Sarah now 
knew she had made a mistake. She should not have put on the 
extra knickers. She also knew that her additional misdemeanour 
was going to be discovered. 

Miss Daubney pointed to a spot on the floor about one yard in 
front of her desk. “Stand there, Torrin. Hands clasped behind your 
back and feet slightly apart,” she rapped. 

When Miss Daubney addressed a girl by her surname it was a 
sign that a girl was in serious trouble and could expect severe pun- 
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lshment. Sarah went pale and inwardly trembled. Even though 
Miss Daubney had yet to pronounce punishment, Sarah knew that 
she was going to be caned. 

“Why do you think the school insists that girls wear a uniform, 
Torrin?” 

“I don't know. Headmistress’’, whispered Sarah. 

"Your ignorance of these matters is inexcusable. All girls of your 
age have been told of the importance and necessity of school uni¬ 
form. I seem to remember telling you myself last term in this 
study. However, as it seems that your attention was obviously lack¬ 
ing then it is clearly my duty to remind you. 

“Uniform, Torrin, is an essential part of school life. As you are 
aware, it is not merely confined to the pupils. All mistresses are 
required to wear academic dress during school hours, and they are 
also required to dress smartly out of school hours. Matron and the 
deputy matrons are also required to wear appropriate uniforms. 
These requirements apply to everybody in the school including 
myself.” 

“Yes, but you won’t get six of the best for not wearing a mor¬ 
tar board,” thought Sarah, somewhat disrespectfully. 

“Uniforms are vital for helping to inculcate discipline in the 
minds of pupils. Strict and painstaking conformity to uniform 
regulations in the minutest and seemingly irrelevant detail help 
create a disciplined and alert mind. It teaches the importance of 
being precise and accurate in all that we do. It teaches us that if 
something is worth doing, then it is worth doing well, and that 
sloppiness and shoddiness are to be avoided at all times. Girls who 
fail to observe uniform regulations in their entirety are inevitably 
sloppy in their appearance, and a sloppy appearance is a sure sign 
of mental and moral sloppiness. This is something which I will not 
tolerate in this school. 

“The wearing of a uniform reminds a girl that she is part of a 
community, and that she is expected to show the school spirit and 
be a good girl who puts the community before her own individ¬ 
ual desires. A smartly uniformed schoolgirl and her uncomplain- 
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ing conformity to uniform regulations also symbolises her sub¬ 
mission to rightful authority, namely the authority of her 
schoolmistresses, who must be obeyed at all times.” 

And so the Headmistress continued, severely admonishing Sarah 
for her flouting of uniform regulations and the rebelliousness that 
this constituted. Sarah listened dutifully, with her head lowered 
and her eyes facing the floor. She knew Miss Daubney was right. 
However, she was more concerned about the punishment to 
come, and about the fact that Miss Daubney would inevitably dis¬ 
cover the means she had used to minimise the impact of the can¬ 
ing. She kept thinking, “should I tell her? If I tell her before I bend 
over, then she might not be too annoyed. It would be far worse 
for her to raise my skirt and then find out.Yes that’s what I’ll do, 
I’ll tell her when she tells me to bend over.” 

The moment came for Miss Daubney to pronounce punish¬ 
ment: 

“We now come to your punishment, Torrin. Your offence is 
aggravated by the fact that it is by no means the first time I have 
had occasion to punish you for precisely the same thing. Last term 
I awarded you six strokes of the cane for breaching uniform reg¬ 
ulations .Your punishment must therefore be more severe. You will 
firstly write a five page essay in your best handwriting entitled 
Why school uniform is necessary’.This essay is to be handed into 
me in seven days time. You can leave it with my secretary before 
assembly. You will report to my study immediately after assembly 
on that day when we will discuss your essay. You will read it out 
in assembly the following day. In the essay you will discuss why it 
is necessary for violations of uniform regulations to be punished 
by corporal punishment. In addition to the essay you will write 
five hundred lines. The line is as follows: 

“Uniform regulations, as with all other regulations are to be 
obeyed in their entirety. Failure to do so is a sign of mental and 
moral shoddiness which will not be tolerated. Obedience is a 
virtue which I must display at all times.” 

“You can write out the line when you leave my study. That first 
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line will not count. You are to deliver the lines to my secretary 
along with the essay next week. Each line is to be numbered and 
again in your best handwriting. There are to be no errors of any 
sort in the lines. 

“In addition to these written impositions, I intend to cane you. 
You will receive nine strokes of the Senior School Cane. Take off 
your blazer and lay it on my desk.” 

Miss Daubney then stood up and went over to the cupboard 
where she kept her canes. 

“I must tell her now,” thought Sarah, but an overriding sense of 
fear gripped her and prevented her from doing so. 

Miss Daubney held a Senior School Cane in her right hand and 
stood behind and to the side of Sarah. 

“When I give the instruction you will bend over the desk.You 
will bend over from the position where you are now with your 
feet slightly apart and your knees straight.You are not to grip the 
desk, but instead place your finger tips on the edge.” 

This measure added to the severity of the caning. Girls would 
often try counteract the pain caused by cane strokes by squeezing 
their legs together and gripping the desk. The position that the 
Headmistress had forced her to adopt made this impossible. As she 
would also be bending over some three feet from the edge of the 
desk, it would be far more difficult for Sarah to endure the impact 
of the strokes. 

“Bend over,Torrin.” 

Sarah bent over. It was the last chance to tell Miss Daubney, but 
fear gripped her and stilled her tongue. She wanted to, but she 
could not. 

Miss Daubney gripped the hem of Sarah s skirt and began to 
raise it. Sarah tensed, not merely in anticipation of the caning but 
also of Miss Daubney’s reaction when she saw Sarah’s knickers. 
Miss Daubney had raised Sarah’s skirt one inch when the tele¬ 
phone rang. The Headmistress let go of the skirt, lay down her 
cane, and picked up the telephone. It was the Headmistress from 
a neighbouring school, who had called to discuss arrangements 
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for a tennis tournament between the two respective schools. Miss 
Daubney left Sarah in the bending over position whilst she spoke 
with her fellow Headmistress. 

This pause gave Sarah some relief, although in some ways it 
prolonged the agony. It also gave her the chance to tell Miss 
Daubney. “I’ll tell her when she puts the telephone down,” she 
said to herself. But did she? Miss Daubney put down the tele¬ 
phone, picked up the cane and again began to lift Sarah’s skirt. 
Again fear held her back. However, just as the Headmistress was 
lifting the hem of the skirt, there was a knock at the door. Another 
reprieve, another opportunity for Sarah to confess. The 
Headmistress again put the cane down and went to open the 
door. The Deputy Headmistress stood in the doorway. Miss 
Daubney invited her in, and left Sarah in the bending over posi¬ 
tion. The two ladies ignored her as they discussed some aspects of 
the sixth form examination timetable. Sarah thought, this time I’ll 
do it. When the Deputy Head goes, then I’ll tell Miss Daubney. 
The extra suspense caused by the two interruptions was making 
Sarah extremely tense. She was trembling with fear. 

The Deputy Head left. Miss Daubney again picked up her cane 
and took hold of the hem of Sarah’s skirt. Again, Sarah’s fear failed 
her. A cold sinking feeling gripped the pit of her stomach as the 
skirt was raised. It was too late. 

“What is the meaning of this? How dare you! Stand up,Torrin!” 

Sarah stood pale and trembling with fear as she faced her out¬ 
raged Headmistress. 

“Explain yourself!” 

“Please Ma’am, I’m sorry. I know it was wrong. I meant to tell 
you before I bent over, but I was too scared,” stammered Sarah, 
who was now unrecognisable as the pert, happy-go-lucky girl that 
her classmates knew. 

“You will go immediately to your dormitory and remove the 
extra pairs of underwear. You will return here no in no more than 
ten minutes. If you are one second later than ten minutes, you will 
regret it.” 
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Sarah ran off to her dormitory. She returned within eight min¬ 
utes. 

As she re-entered the study, the Headmistress was standing in 
front of the desk, upon which lay a cane that differed from the 
previous one. 

“In view of your disgraceful and impertinent behaviour Torrin, 
I have decided to increase the severity of your punishment. I 
rarely use the Governess cane, due to the severity of this imple¬ 
ment, but in view of the seriousness of your offence, you leave me 
no choice. You will now receive twelve strokes with the 
Governess. In addition the lines you are to write are doubled.You 
will now write one thousand lines for me. Bend over my desk.” 

Sarah bent over to receive the strokes. Miss Daubney raised 
Sarah’s skirt, picked up the cane, and took off her own high- 
heeled shoes. She then took five paces back, and then walked for¬ 
ward quite quickly, twisting her body forward as she brought the 
cane down with a loud crack on the seat of Sarah’s knickers. 
Sarah found it difficult to endure the stroke owing to the posi¬ 
tion she had been forced to adopt. It was instinctive for a girl to 
grip the desk when she felt the pain of a cane-stroke. Sarah could 
not do this. She gritted her teeth, gasped and shook her head 
from right to left and uttered a slight cry of pain. She moved her 
legs slightly but resumed her position, fearful that such gyrations 
would provoke Miss Daubney’s wrath. Miss Daubney walked 
back five paces and again walked forward quickly, bringing the 
cane down hard for a second time. After the fifth stroke, Sarah 
burst into tears. Miss Daubney continued with the caning until 
she had administered all twelve strokes. Sarah’s tears did not dis¬ 
suade her from increasing the severity of each individual stroke. 
She paused slightly longer before administering the final stroke, 
and took seven paces back and then almost ran as she moved for¬ 
ward to deliver it. Each stroke had caused a welt to form on 
Sarah’s bottom, and many of the welts intersected, adding to the 
girl’s soreness. Miss Daubney liked Sarah, but felt that the girl’s 
high spirits had been indulged for too long and had to be curbed. 
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If she was subdued after the caning, it would have a salutary effect 
on the other girls. 

“Stand up,Torrin.” 

Sarah did so, and turned to face her Headmistress. She curtsied 
and thanked Miss Daubney for the punishment, in accordance 
with school tradition. 

“I hope it will not be necessary for me to repeat this taskTorrin. 
It may come as a surprise to you, but I do not enjoy caning girls. 
I would much prefer it if they were to obey school rules, and so 
make punishment unnecessary. I am aware that the last few min¬ 
utes have been extremely unpleasant for you.You should ask your¬ 
self whether violation of uniform regulations is worth such 
unpleasantness. Do not think that your punishment ends here. As 
I have already said, you have an essay and one thousand lines to 
write. Furthermore, it is my intention to make an example of you 
to serve as a warning to the other girls.You will receive six strokes 
of the cane from the duty mistress this evening in front of your 
dormitory before lights out. This punishment will be repeated 
every evening for the next seven days. You may now leave the 
study.” 

“Yes ma’am, thank you ma’am,” whispered Sarah, as she curt¬ 
sied again. 

She walked slowly down the corridor, as even walking aggra¬ 
vated the intense soreness caused by the caning. She was subdued, 
but she bore no resentment, as she knew that Miss Daubney was 
right and just. 

The school secretary knocked on the door of the Headmistress’s 
study and entered. 

“Amanda Brooks of Form 6 Alpha has just reported. You 
announced at assembly that you wished to see her for violation of 
uniform regulations, Headmistress.” 

MissTorrin looked up, as though interrupted from a day-dream. 
“Ah, thank you Miss Nugent. Send her in please.” 

The eighteen year old entered and stood in front of Miss 
Torrin’s desk. Amanda was a happy go lucky girl, with a heart of 
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gold but also a strong sense of mischief, who accepted the occa¬ 
sional caning as an occupational hazard. 

“Why do you think the school insists that girls wear a uniform, 
Brooks?” 

It seemed that history was about to repeat itself. 
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by Georgina James 


M aria von Greef stood with the rest of those in the 
court as the magistrates sentenced the girls in the dock. 
The girl being sentenced was the sixth that day, and the 
last. She was also the slightest of them all; no more than sixteen at 
the most, and slender. The most prominent features of her devel¬ 
oping womanhood were ill-concealed beneath the simple smock 
she wore, the more so because it had evidently seen better days on 
someone smaller, and being belted in at the waist accentuated the 
hollow of her back and the fall of the coarse material over her bot¬ 
tom. The fair hair, braided in two plaits, fell almost to the waist 
and touched her hands now twisted in feverish anticipation one 
in the other behind her back. The sentence was inevitable. The 
only question now to be answered was how long. Her round in¬ 
nocent face bore the stains of tears which were again ready to brim 
over from the wide scared eyes and run down the sides of the pert- 
tipped nose to the full lips now pursed and nibbled between her 
teeth.The magistrates conferred, nodded approvingly together and 
the chairman cleared his throat. 

“Heidi Klug you have been found guilty of wilful damage to 
city property and we hereby sentence you to be confined in the 
Bridewell for six months. Take her away.” 

One of his companions tugged urgently at his arm and whis¬ 
pered. 

“Oh yes—and you are to be whipped well and frequently.” 
Her protests were swiftly suppressed by two powerful warders 
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who were used to every girl under the orders of the court imag¬ 
ining herself to be innocent. As the magistrates rose to leave, Heidi 
was hustled to the wagon in the yard at the rear where Maria had 
taken her place with the others. And so the mournful cortege 
wound its way to the west of the small town on the outskirts of 
Bavaria in the year seventeen hundred and eighty nine, to where 
hard up against the city wall stood the grim building that would 
house the unhappy collection of girls for the foreseeable future. 
Two storeys of solid stone surrounding a courtyard entered only 
by a formidable arched door, paid tribute to the care which the 
city fathers lavished on the wanton and lost female sheep of their 
parish. The wagon rolled over the cobbles and halted. Only after 
the gates had been closed behind them did the driver climb slow¬ 
ly down and open the tall gate. A stern female from the gatehouse 
counted the girls down, checked her numbers twice and then 
called out, 

“Which of you is von Greef?” Maria stepped hesitantly forward; 
somewhere in the building someone applied a disciplinary instru¬ 
ment to a girl and the ensuing sound of contact and her anguished 
response caused all heads to turn in that direction. 

“The Governor wants to see you as soon as you arrive.” 

“Where shall I go?” Maria asked. 

The gatekeeper nodded in the direction whence came the 
sound. “You will find Ma’am in her quarters over there. Better 
hurry, she does not like to be kept waiting”. 

Maria wrapped her cloak tightly around her and clutching the 
small hand baggage she had permitted herself, hastened across the 
wind-blasted cobbles to a small door set in the west wing. Her 
stature was of medium height, a head of auburn hair above a face 
of Grecian beauty which was held proudly on shoulders that had 
carried it for twenty and two years. Her slim figure was not out¬ 
lined beneath her winter garments, but had it been it would have 
displayed long elegant legs that supported a trunk no less attrac¬ 
tive and supple. 

As she hurried to present herself, she thought of her late father’s 
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words. “You are a wilful girl, Maria. Headstrong and too plain spo¬ 
ken for this burgh. You will make friends, but you will also make 
many enemies. Be warned. When I am gone it will take but a lit¬ 
tle offence against someone of importance for you to find your¬ 
self in the Bridewell.” 

He had died but six months back from a palsy and she had 
inherited the house, estates in the surrounding countryside, and a 
large sum of money safely held by various bankers. As the wind 
circled the last autumn leaves around her legs she began to regret 
the chain of events that had brought her to this forbidding place. 

Within the door was a dismal corridor being scrubbed by a 
series of forlorn inmates under the supervision of an overseer. Her 
long grey dress fell to the ankles showing only a hint of the boots 
beneath.The belt around her waist served to carry a series of keys. 
Maria caught her breath as she observed in the womans hand a 
slender leather strap some eighteen inches in length, more suitable 
for oxen than the delicacy of a girl’s skin. 

The woman pointed to a heavy oak door. “Knock,” she ordered. 
Maria obeyed and in response to the command to enter, forced 
herself to behave normally and proceed into the room. Small and 
sparsely furnished, it served only as an office or study. Behind the 
table dominating the centre of the room sat a lady of formidable 
proportions and demeanour. Her hair was parted in the centre and 
sleeked down to her scalp to be gathered behind in a bun. Her 
dress was the same colour as that of the overseer s but of a much 
finer material. Seated, her stature was not disclosed, but from 
accounts Maria knew her to be of commanding height and pres¬ 
ence. 

“You are Maria von Greef?” It was a statement more than a 
question. Maria nodded. Her heart was racing, her palms clammy. 
That this was all happening was due entirely to her own impul¬ 
sive nature. 

“You know why you are here?” Again no verbal answer was 
called for. “I have to inform you that I expect and demand com¬ 
plete discipline. Girls who come here do so to be punished, and 
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punished they will be, but it is also my duty to change every wan¬ 
ton slut into a decent upright citizen before she leaves and what¬ 
soever that requires in the way of discipline she shall have.” This 
was said with a determination that struck terror into Maria. The 
woman’s power and dominance were awe-inspiring. 

On one side of the room stood a dark block with a step for 
kneeling hollowed out some inches down and a leather covered 
top much ingrained with marks. At its sides hung straps. The cold 
eyes of the overseer followed Maria’s gaze and smiled without 
humour as they sensed her thoughts. Maria shivered as she imag¬ 
ined herself pinioned across the block with skirts raised so that the 
disciplinarian could fustigate that part of her which no eye had 
seen since her father had ceased to smack her at the age of ten. 
No doubt the shame would be witnessed by others. She would 
grind her pelvis in anguish against the leather to leave her own 
sweaty contribution to its patina. She shivered. The thought was 
too awful and yet— “ There is another block in the Great Hall for 
public birchings,” the guttural commanding voice stated flatly, 
breaking Marias images. An arm extended and indicated a strap 
lying on the desk. Like the leather of the block it had the mark¬ 
ings of much use. 

“ That’s for you. Pick it up” 

Maria reached out a trembling hand and closed her fist on the 
cool leather. It swung in her hand, supple and menacing. She 
inhaled deeply. 

“You will use it, Fraulein, frequently. If your teaching of callig¬ 
raphy and reading is to serve these sluts well then it must be beat¬ 
en into them. I believe that Fraulein Schmidt is your cousin?” 
Maria concurred. “She will show you your duties and obligations. 
You will need a servant. The Klug girl will do nicely. I am sure the 
magistrates in their wisdom gave her a sufficiently long stay with 
us?” 

“Six months, ma’am.” 

“Good, we can always have that extended. Make sure you beat 
her well before you retire tonight. Do you hear?” 
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cccr 5 ?? 

Yes, ma am. 

The prospect was too overwhelming for Maria to dwell upon. 
Heidi, standing so innocently in the dock, had represented in all 
possible ways the sort of girl that Maria had spent so many hours 
fantasising about. In her imagination she had sternly admonished 
such a sweet creature; threatened flogging; watched the imagined 
expression of horror; ordered her to bend over; positioned her 
with deliberate humiliation; laid on the stripes without remorse— 
and now this was to become reality. A knock on the door broke 
her thoughts. It was Charlotte who entered, seven years her senior 
and for five of them a faithful servant of the Bridewell. 

“Take your cousin and teach her our ways. She will commence 
lessons in the morning.” 

The curt nod that followed was a dismissal. The two girls turned 
on their heels and silently left the room. Outside, the corridor was 
now deserted. They impulsively turned and embraced. 

“I’m so excited you finally came.” Charlotte exclaimed. “It will 
be so much more fun here with you to share it. I see she has issued 
you with your strap. I bet you are longing to use it. You must not 
hesitate, you know. Have you a servant appointed to you?” 

“Yes. She said I was to have one of the girls I came in with, 
Heidi something.” 

“She will need some instruction. I shall see to it. Just make sure 
when she goes to bed it is with a bottom that throbs like any¬ 
thing.” 

“That’s what the Governor said, but what if she has failed to 
offend enough to merit it?” 

“I don’t think you understand properly, my dove. Just being here 
merits a whipping as and when we feel like administering one, 
and I must confess I usually do feel like laying a strap across most 
of these girls’ bottoms, as they well know. Come, let me show you 
to your room. Your baggage arrived this morning.” 

They linked arms and Charlotte guided them down the gloom 
of the corridors to a solid stone staircase opposite which were 
massive double doors. 
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“Just have a peep in here. This is the Great Hall where the girls 
eat and we exercise them when the weather is bad.” As Maria 
looked in, she saw that the tall narrow windows gave a fitful illu¬ 
mination from the rays of the setting autumn sun. Fortuitously 
they were concentrated on the dais at the fir end. Its sole fur¬ 
nishing was a flogging block, bigger and heavier than the one 
Maria had just seen in the study.The angle of its top was different, 
being designed to slope the culprits head and shoulders more 
acutely and bring them nearer to the ground. The hump was 
shouldered to increase the upward thrust of the bottom, and the 
straps so spaced as to bring the thighs to the maximum of their 
distraction.Charlotte followed Maria’s gaze and giggled. “Once 
over that and they really know it.” 

They ascended the staircase. The room allocated to Maria 
looked out onto the courtyard opposite the main gate. It already 
seemed an age since she had entered. The main gates were closed 
and bolted. Within the yard a small contingent of girls were 
sweeping the final leaves of autumn under the watchful eye of 
their overseer. 

“There are four of us on the staff now you are here,” Charlotte 
said. “Madam myself, and Helene. You will meet Helene at staff 
supper. Then there are ten wardens like that woman down there. 
Madam chooses them for their brawn rather than their brains .You 
should just watch them giving a penal flogging. It’s a sheer delight. 
They can make any girl shout from the very first lash. They all 
dread coming up against Black Anna. That’s her down there.” 

Maria took in the size of the six foot tall girl with jet black 
flowing tresses in her late thirties. The breadth of the girl’s shoul¬ 
ders made Maria shudder slightly at the thought of them swing¬ 
ing a rod through the air. She looked like someone who knew just 
how to get the best out of a penitent who could neither move nor 
protest. Turning from the window she took in her room. It was 
pleasantly furnished with a bed, table, chair and bureau and spot¬ 
lessly clean. A rug covered some of the floor and where it was 
absent the boards were scrubbed until they shone. Bolted to the 
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floor near a bare wall were two wooden uprights. They were 
joined by a round bar which slotted into the uprights and was 
adjustable as to height. Immediately beneath in the floor were two 
rings. Charlotte strode over and laid a hand on the bar. 

“It’s important to get this adjusted right,” she said “I was just 
about to use mine so I will show you how. If the bar is too low, 
the girls wriggle about like worms and if it’s too high they pre¬ 
sent themselves awkwardly. Come.” 

Maria followed the dignified figure of her relative down the 
corridor, awed by the swirl of the elegant long pleated grey skirt 
and the clack of her boots on the stone flags. Within a room, not 
dissimilar to that allotted to Maria, stood a pale-faced girl cling¬ 
ing onto the bar with one hand as if to support herself. 

“Did you think I was never coming, Trudie?” Charlotte asked 
briskly. “Well, never mind, I’m here now and the new Fraulein can 
see what happens to sluts who can’t be bothered to clean my 
room properly.” She accompanied her remarks by unclipping the 
strap from her belt. Maria noted that the floor rings and the base 
of the uprights were furnished with light cords. The girl, who was 
tall and willowy, was trembling visibly. The coarse waisted uniform 
dress was much worn, and in places threadbare. The hem was 
frayed and hung in such a way as to leave a clear view of her lower 
calves. Her heavy boots were polished to a high degree although 
the leather was old and cracked. 

Maria gnawed pensively at her upper lip. She was about to wit¬ 
ness a real thrashing at last and she hoped Charlotte would not 
hurry it too much.The culprit was pretty to look at, no more than 
eighteen, and would have looked very elegant in a ball gown, 
although her woebegone expression would have been much out 
of place. Despite the girl’s slight frame her breasts were ill-con¬ 
tained within the confines of her dress and their generosity sug¬ 
gested to Maria that nature had endowed her with equally wom¬ 
anly contours on that part of her that was destined to be flogged, 
the dress itself disguising any shape that might be beneath. Maria 
felt the beating of her own heart at what appeared to be twice its 
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normal rate. She had waited a long time for this; her day dream 
was about to become reality'. 

“Shall we prepare then?” asked Charlotte of the apprehensive 
culprit, who heaved a sigh presumably indicating her acceptance 
of the inevitable, and stepped up close to the bar. 

“Lay over.” Charlotte commanded, and then added conversa¬ 
tionally, “I intend to punish you very severely, Trudie.” 

The culprit shuffled her feet forward until they were well under 
the bar, then in a liquid flowing movement hung her head down 
and reached her hands to the floor. It was a motion of such ele¬ 
gance and grace that it contrasted sharply with the ugliness of the 
heavy exposed boots fitting badly around her ankles and the 
coarse woollen stockings terminating at the knees which the rear 
of her dress had ridden up to expose. Just an inch or two of sweet 
flesh was visible above. 

Charlotte knelt before the girl and, smiling, chided her as she 
fastened the trembling hands to the cords. 

“You have really been here too long to be admonished like this 
for sluttishness. I shall be forced to make this an exemplary pun¬ 
ishment, won’t I,Trudie? Legs, please.” 

When the girl’s ankles had been secured to the uprights to 
Charlotte’s satisfaction she stood up, stepped back and gave a huge 
grin and wink to Maria. 

The contours of the dress falling in between the parted thighs 
displayed the shape of her bottom to good effect. It was, to Maria’s 
untutored eye, a most whippable sight. 

“Short and sharp,” said Charlotte. “They should not stay head 
down like this for more than a few moments, so it is only for 
minor domestic punishment like this. They get the real thing over 
the block.” She reached down and grasped the hem of the girl’s 
skirt, throwing it up and over her shoulders in one quick move¬ 
ment. 

The prominent bottom quivered in anticipation of the strap’s 
impact. Maria shuddered at the humiliation of the position, and 
felt a cold chill up her spine as she suppressed an image of herself 
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also bending over. She chided herself for permitting the thought 
to arrive and mar the pleasure of the moment she had anticipat¬ 
ed for so long and was now about to experience. 

Her eye was drawn from the girl’s knees up the inner sides of 
the thighs where in the shadows nestled a suggestion of the girl’s 
most intimate part. 

Charlotte broke in on her reverie. “You may have noticed she 
isn’t marked much. I’m saving her for Friday.” 

“Friday?” queried Maria. 

“Yes, she goes out on Saturday and I promised her a public 
birching in the Great Hall the day before she goes. Are you look¬ 
ing forward to it,Trudie?”That there was no answer did not seem 
to make any impact on Charlotte. In a sudden movement that 
startled Maria, the strap came down with a crisp sound the qual¬ 
ity of which was surprisingly satisfying. The recipient gave a sharp 
intake of breath and strained up onto her toes, the tendons behind 
her knees taut and prominent. Across her bottom, just below the 
line of her undergarment, appeared a vivid swatch of red. Maria 
felt a sudden surge of warmth towards Charlotte. The next stroke 
took the culprit high up where the divide of her bottom started, 
and curled a little around the right flank. A tiny whimper followed 
the resounding splat of contact between leather and girl-flesh and 
the groove tightened and narrowed. She tried to squeeze her 
thighs together and pulled at her bonds in a hopeless manner. 

The next two fell, one following the other, as quickly as possi¬ 
ble. The girl strained to lift herself off the bar squealing her 
protests to no avail. Charlotte flogged her resolutely and sharply 
until tiny beads of perspiration on her upper lip indicated the 
effort she was putting into her duty. The strokes alternated above 
and below the centre of the whipped bottom leaving three or four 
inches untouched. Breathing fast, she stopped. 

“Now you try,” said Charlotte, handing the strap to Maria. 

The pause, brief though it was, gave Trudie a moment in which 
to stop gasping for breath and refrain from pulling uselessly at her 
bonds. More than anything she wanted to close her thighs together. 
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Maria stepped forward, throwing a grateful glance at her cousin 
as she did so. The thought of sparing the girl a further infliction 
of pain never entered her head and should it have done so it 
would have been dismissed forthwith as a totally unworthy con¬ 
sideration. A girl’s bottom was designed by nature to accept cor¬ 
rection without doing lasting harm. That in the infliction of such 
chastisement she was put to humiliation and shame only made it 
that much more effective. Maria swayed the strap against her own 
leg, contemplating all the while the proffered curves. Above and 
below Trudies undergarments slight traces of vivid scarlet mottled 
with spots of darker hue bordered her own target area. The tops 
of the thighs and the mystery of the lower part of the bottom had 
been particularly well punished. 

Trudies consciousness was curiously focused by the broad 
swathes of pain onto that part of her bottom which had still to be 
thrashed. Maybe because it contained the most intimate and per¬ 
sonal part of her anatomy or for some other obscure reason, she 
had never been more aware of her vulnerability, and in a strange 
way knew that it had to be right for the pain to be extended to 
the area that now virtually cried out for it, both to the discipli¬ 
narians and the culprit. 

The room fell silent. In their own good time they would start 
to flog her again. She actually enjoyed the positive feeling of nor¬ 
mality in the unblemished area, destined though it was, and all too 
soon, to be brought into line with the rest of her tight burning 
rump. The bar was pressing hard into her taking most of the 
weight and she tried to ease it momentarily by raising up onto her 
toes and tips of her fingers. The effect was to lift and broaden the 
surface of her bottom, an invitation that Maria found irresistible. 
The strap rose and fell to give Maria an exultation of spirit 
enhanced by the girl’s shrill cry of pain. Maria flogged with pride, 
and pleasure, secure in the knowledge that this was merely the 
finest part of the beginning. Charlotte nodded her approval. 
Trudie gasped out in anguish her part of the proceedings. 

When, in the fullness of time, some twenty or thirty satisfacto- 
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rily hard strokes later, the strap had painted the bottom an even 
vivid hue, alas, all too soon for Maria, and after an infinity of 
suffering for Trudie, the flagellatrix looked enquiringly at her 
companion who nodded to the unasked question. Pt was Maria 
who this time knelt gazing up into the tear-stained face as she 
released the bonds. That was the result of her work. She was exult¬ 
ed. 

Charlotte dismissed the recipient of their benefaction. “Go and 
find today’s intake.There is a girl called Heidi, she is to be Fraulein 
von Greef’s maid. Instruct her. Any mistakes on her part and I’ll 
have you over the block. Your stay here can always be extended, 
you know!” 

Beaten and subdued though she was, Trudie contrived to walk 
gracefully out of the room, and Maria observed to herself how 
like a ballet dancer the girl was. She could have graced the 
Imperial Court so liquid were her movements, and it was almost 
too much to contemplate that in just two days she was to be beat¬ 
en in full view of the whole establishment. On the way back to 
her room Maria considered the loneliness of a girl being strapped 
to the flogging block, mimicking in her imagination the victim’s 
feelings, and then relishing those same sensations as a mental 
voyeur. 

She unpacked her valise and opened the top drawer of the 
bureau. Within lay several instruments designed to inflict varying 
degrees of punitive pain. There was a strap, heavier than the one 
shackled to her belt and spilt into two tails, the last few inches of 
both being much darkened with use; a pair of canes, one thinner 
than the other, slit at the end and painstakingly bound together 
with fine thread for reinforcement, the process being repeated at 
intervals of an inch or more so that the instrument had a series of 
hard ridges covering its lower nine inches with all the knots care¬ 
fully tied on one side; a short-handled whip with several fine 
leather lashes, and cords in abundance. Maria took them up one 
by one, grateful to the person whose collection they had been and 
glanced across to the bar. There she noticed features which though 
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not apparent at first sight now revealed themselves clearly; the 
high polish of the centre part of the bar; the scuffed darkened 
floor just beneath, that the scrubbing had not eliminated; the 
rubbed marks on the uprights where the cords had worn away the 
polish; all of which indicated the regular use to which the appa¬ 
ratus had been put. A lifetime of girls must have bent across it to 
be beaten and humiliated. “I won’t let you down,” promised Maria 
to whomsoever had left her the instruments.“I shall start tonight.” 

A knock on the door disturbed her reverie. It was the little 
Heidi girl, already arrayed in prison garb, made of ill-fitting rough 
grey material, buttoned up to the neck with long sleeves that also 
fastened, she was lost in a garment as large for her as her dress on 
entry had been too small. She looked like a small girl dressed up 
for fun in her mother’s raiment. Sweetness and innocence glowed 
in her face. 

“I’ve been appointed your servant, Fraulein. What may I do?” 

“Unpack my valise, but first empty that top drawer.” 

Maria watched with consummate interest as Heidi pulled it 
open and then stiffened, standing still a second before turning to 
her and asking “Where shall I put them, Fraulein?” 

“As they will be in regular use, put them back on top of the 
clothes. Have you been beaten very much, Heidi?” 

“No ma’am, only by my mother when I was younger.” 

“You must call me ‘Fraulein’.You will be beaten here, especially 
by me.” 

“Yes, Fraulein.” 

“Perhaps now is as good a time to start as any. Build up the fire, 
I don’t want you catching cold.’’The subdued snub-nosed morsel 
of a girl scurried to the grate, and on her knees coaxed the ashes 
into life. A smudge across her forehead where she had passed the 
back of her hand to throw 

aside a curl gave an impish aspect to her countenance. 

“That’s good, now choose something from that lot for me to 
beat you with.” 

“But I haven’t-.” 
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“Haven’t done anything? Then why are you here, to enjoy 
yourself? I shall see you do not for a start. Do as you are told.” Her 
big blue eyes brimming with tears, the diminutive figure lost in 
the voluminous dress, turned and approached the bureau. For her 
the contents of the top drawer had taken on a new meaning. She 
picked up the strap, put it down again, fingered a cane then turned 
back as if to speak, thought better of it, and with a sigh selected 
the thinner of the canes. 

If Maria had been picking up the cane she would have taken it 
by the handle end and instinctively swung it for weight. Heidi, 
like all culprits about to get a good dose of the cane across her 
bottom, went for the middle of the shaft and presented it with a 
curtsy and a muffled sob. 

“A good choice,” said Maria to cover her own ignorance of the 
respective punitive merits of the carefully assembled instruments. 
“Now get that hideous dress off.” She watched patiently as the 
girl’s shaking fingers fumbled down the buttons until it was open 
to the waist. The cuffs took longer. Heidi drew the garment off 
her shoulders and pulled out her arms. It fell to her waist where 
she clutched at it in a last desperate attempt to preserve her mod¬ 
esty, her ripe unsupported little apple breasts which showed 
through the thin cloth of her petticoat and firmly declared her 
youth. 

“Off—I said.” The cane slapped against Maria’s booted leg, and 
the dress slid to the ground. Heidi stood amidst its crumpledness, 
dressed only in her petticoat, with thick wool stockings to her 
knees vulgar against the whiteness of her undergarment. 

“Arms by your sides. That’s better. Turn around.” Maria was 
drunk already with the heady wine of power and the sensation 
was enhanced beyond bearing by the nymph’s total obedience. 
Her posture with her head drooping, her arms loosely by her 
sides, and her weight on one leg so that the other was lightly 
flexed brought the light into play on the hollow of her back and 
displayed to the best possible advantage the deep curve above her 
bottom which caused it to thrust out, curvaceous, mischievous, 
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dainty, almost arrogant. It most certainly was arrogant, Maria 
decided, and so were the firm, closely-pressed together thighs that 
met the sweet undersweep of her bottom. It was the stuff dreams 
are made of—or for Heidi, nightmares. 

Heidi suddenly rubbed the right side of her bottom. 

Maria pounced. “Why are you doing that? Let me see.” 

The startled Heidi, who had been unaware of her self-comfort¬ 
ing movement, turned herself round so that her back faced Maria 
and bending over slightly, lifted her petticoat and pulled down the 
band of her knickers a little. High across her rump, curving around 
the right flank, was a solitary strap burn. It was cleanly delineated 
with sharp edges and a trace of blue mottling where the tip had 
bitten in. 

“Why did you get that?” Maria enquired. 

“In the bathhouse, Fraulein, for—for not being quick enough 
at my toilet.” 

“Did it hurt ?” 

“Yes, oh yes, very much.” 

“I believe the cane hurts a great deal more, but you will find 
that out for yourself.” Maria had a sudden desire to restrain her 
impulses. As a small child keeps the daintiest morsel till last so did 
she wish to postpone the pleasures to be gleaned from this most 
whippable of creatures until it was time to retire. 

“I shall beat you later, meantime unpack my things.” She went 
back to find Charlotte. It was going to be a glorious year. 

The birchings on Friday were far more public than Maria had 
anticipated. In addition to the staff and inmates of the Bridewell, 
the magistrates attended, accompanied by their wives and select¬ 
ed friends. It was quite a gathering, taking place at four in the 
afternoon, preceded by hospitality and formal progress reports to 
the Judiciary. 

Birchings were the only times during Maria’s stay when all the 
chandeliers were lit in the Great Hall and the room glistened with 
light. The block was pulled well forward to the front of the dais 
and to either side were great barrels each containing several birch- 
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es.These had already been selected and left in pickle for some days 
as the smell of vinegar in the air indicated. Charlotte had 
explained to her that the culprits to be punished (there were to 
be three of them) would be given special duties that day under the 
supervision of a designated warden. There was an atmosphere in 
the building that Maria found difficult to explain to herself, that 
could best be described as a combination of expectancy and ten¬ 
sion. The girls, who were usually fairly outgoing despite the strict 
discipline they underwent, were subdued and quiet, attending to 
their tasks with even greater diligence than normal. 

Maria had taken Heidi up to her room after breakfast, and to 
relieve her own tensions flogged the girl with a strap over the bar 
until her blubbering was a continuous moan and her skin 
blotched red and purple, promising her another dose of the same 
in the evening. It did nothing to subdue the rapid heart beats of 
anticipation Maria felt in association with her necessity to catch 
her breath. She lived every moment until the bell tolled three 
quarters to four, whereupon the inmates made their way to the 
Great Hall. Maria presented herself in the Governor’s quarters 
where she was formally introduced to the visiting magistrates and 
associate comptrollers of the Bridewell, all bearing their responsi¬ 
bilities with much dignity and interest. It was quite apparent that 
all present were convinced of the value to an undisciplined mind 
of a disciplined body, and in their respective ways wished to see 
that such justice was meted out in their town to the delinquents— 
and why not indeed as they as the tax payers had to support the 
establishment. Some felt they had a contribution to make in the 
way such discipline was applied, and others just wished to see that 
it was done. 

Helene, who was in charge of the proceedings, was absent from 
her duties, and within a short time Maria found herself the cen¬ 
tre of interest of a small group comprising the younger element 
of the visitors, of whom two admitted to having attended on a 
previous occasion, and the other four evinced much diligence in 
seeking details of the spectacle to be enacted, being not only 
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strangers to the Bridewell, but also visitors to the town. She had 
to confess to a certain ignorance having only been in authority for 
such a short period of time. Nevertheless the questions persisted. 
It seemed their appetites for information on the subject of penal 
discipline were much aroused. 

A tall young man, of some five and twenty years or thereabouts 
who had the bearing of a lawyer, and was there, Maria suspected, 
in some official capacity, quizzed her in some depth as to the fre¬ 
quency with which she used the strap (polished to a high gloss by 
Heidi) now hanging officially from her waist. One of the girls 
with him giggled a little as Maria made answer. She noted that the 
gaze of all of them fell upon the inmates selected to serve the 
refreshments with more than passing interest. Heidi was one of 

them. Maria was loath to admit to Heidi’s recent thrashing but 
was forced by the very pressure of questioning to detail it. The 
unanimity of opinion that it was not only well deserved, but bore 
need of repetition, brought a flush of pleasure to Maria’s cheeks, 

then, led by Charlotte, they made their way down to the main 
hall. 

The entrance of the procession, between the ranks of the 
inmates who rose at one accord to greet their superiors, was a 
splendid sight in the glitter of light from above.The girls’ scrubbed 
cheeks and hands and cleaned and pressed garments and demure 
attitude enhanced the importance of the occasion. At last all were 
seated. The girls on hard narrow benches huddled together as if 
for support, the guests each to her own chair sustained by arm 
rests and supported by cushions. Maria was with the younger 
group with whom she had debated above. 

“I hope they know how to flog here,” exclaimed the youngest 
female visitor to the lawyer. “At the last Bridewell we visited they 
made a mockery of the thing. Why the girls were scarcely marked 
at all!” 

“I do assure you,” stated Charlotte, “our wardens are chosen for 
their ability.” 

Two formidable strapping females had taken their place on the 
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dais, and were fully occupied in selecting from the barrels two 
birches each, to which they gave their full attention. 

From the back of the Great Hall a small side door opened and 
a curious procession wound its way slowly forward between the 
ranks, much as had the guests, but with a great deal less enthusi¬ 
asm, and much halting. First came the three culprits led by Trudie. 
Clad in a simple white smock which terminated at her knees with 
her hair braided and hanging down her back, feet bare, her per¬ 
son unadorned, she was the picture of penitence. Close behind, 
similarly clad, were two other figures flanked and encouraged in 
their progress by wardens. They made their way to the dais. The 
pallor of Trudie’s features enhanced her angelic quality and an 
observer was quick to announce that “She was created to be 
flogged, that one.” 

The girl visitor sitting next to Maria, who had displayed such a 
surprising fund of knowledge in the field of penal discipline for 
one so young, commented authoritatively that ‘She is tougher 
than she looks that one, and will need a good dose bound down 
properly.” 

Trudies hesitant approach to the threatening menace of the 
block was completed. She was left standing before it as the other 
two culprits were led to either side of the dais to await their turn, 
each accompanied by a burly warden in case they should have a 
change of mind about attending. 

As alone as she would ever be again in life, Trudie trembled 
before the altar of her retribution. Those who were about to flog 
her had made their selections of the birches and now eyed her 
with a professional indifference. From the back, her knees could 
be seen to quiver. 

The Governor stood. “Both the staff, and I am sure, the culprit, 
regret that this punishment is necessary, but I trust she will have 
more reason for regret than we will in the next few moments. For 
general lassitude in her work—twenty strokes.” 

She paused, and Maria was unable to suppress a mental image 
of herself taking such a toll. “Too little, far too little” hissed the 
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experienced lass at her side, “Why it will be all over in five min¬ 
utes, how disappointing.” 

The deep resonant voice of doom spoke on. “Ten strokes for 
impudence, a further ten for resisting a warden and a final ten as 
her ‘Farewell’ and to remind her what is waiting should she be so 
unwise as to return to us.” Trudie buckled momentarily at the 
knee and gave a moan so forlorn as to soften the heart of any pre¬ 
sent with a degree of compassion. But if such a one was present 
they did not come forward. 

“Fifty,” said the voice to Maria, “Much better, that’s what I call 
a flogging one can really settle into.” 

At a nod from the Governor one of the two wardens beckoned 
Trudie forward and she ascended the dais unaided. Maria recog¬ 
nised the woman in question to be Black Anna. A few words were 
whispered in the penitent’s ear and she inclined her head briefly 
in reply. Maria guessed the question and was filled with an intense 
excitement. At the next word Trudie sank gracefully to her knees 
offering herself to the block, and knelt there, hands meekly held 
behind her back as the wardens fastened her ankles and knees 
with straps. The sharp command to bend herself right over was 
audible on its repetition. 

“Sullen litde bitch,” said Maria’s companion. “She should get 
double for not co-operating.”Trudies hands were drawn firmly 
forward to be fastened, before the strap was pulled tight across the 
small of her back, forcing it down into the block and thrusting up 
her bottom as she expelled another low moan of anguish. Her 
penitent’s dress had risen to the middle of her long thighs on 
which attention was now focused. 

“She could do with another fifty across those,” came the wist¬ 
ful voice again. Black Anna signalled her companion to reach for 
the skirt, whose voluminous folds had to this moment concealed 
the full length midline spilt. Trudies bottom with her knickers 
pulled tight across it, was on view to the whole gathering of two 
hundred or more people. There was a slight, but audible intake of 
breath by the visitors. The selection of the culprit for their delec- 
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tation was nigh on perfect. Maria felt excited. She was much 
affected by the depth of Trudies humiliation, compounded by the 
helplessness of the firmly-held limbs and trunk, all lending to the 
upward thrust of the bottom which imparted an impudence to 
the area to be soon so soundly flogged. 

The room was strangely silent. A discreet cough, the stirring as 
one elegant silk clad leg was crossed over another, the comfortable 
settling of an ample bottom into the cushions was all that broke 
the silence. 

Black Anna took up a birch and stood to the left side of the 
expectant bottom, her companion taking station opposite. Faithful 
to her duty she took a step forward, her right boot making a hol¬ 
low sound as it struck the boards forcefully. Her shoulders swung 
and the massive female arm came across and down to bite the 
twigs deep into the receptive girl. Small pieces of twig fell away 
and one or two adhered to her bottom. Trudie screamed and 
moved a matter of inches within the confines of her bonds. Anna 
leant forward and picked away the debris. Her companion swung 
with equal severity and the scream became a howl that filled the 
hall. The two women whipped with all of their strength doing 
their duty to the utmost, pausing only ten or fifteen seconds 
between strokes to pick away bits of birch or position themselves 
to perfect advantage to allow the twigs to caress between the 
cheeks. 

There was a pause after ten strokes to allow the disciplinarians to 
recover their breath.Tiny beads of perspiration stood out on Annas 
lips.When she started again the block seemed to lift from the floor 
with the violence of the culprit s exertions, maybe having some¬ 
thing to do with the birch now being laid across her upper thighs, 
which tried to part as if seeking the rod’s kiss deep within her 
person.The whole area trembled, beneath the confines of the cloth 
and in places a tiny bead of blood made its appearance. From time 
to time, to maximise their best endeavours, the wardens took fresh 
birches, dripping with pickle from the barrels.The whipping took 
all of ten minutes by which time the noise Trudie had made for the 
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first few strokes had changed from a deafening roar to a long un¬ 
controllable sobbing. Maria’s feelings had soared to a height com¬ 
mensurate only with Trudie’s agony. She wanted more, much 
more, not less. She imagined Heidi taking her place on the block, 
and felt very powerful knowing it was quite within her power to 
arrange such a flogging. Heidi, sitting amongst the others, had a 
sudden sixth sense concerning Maria’s thoughts, and she shud¬ 
dered. She had never felt so vulnerable. She knew, oh yes, she knew 
for certain her coming fate. 

Of such things is heaven on earth composed. 
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by Caroline Wye 

£ £ *w" -w- ow nice it is on occasion to have one’s mind made 
I I up for one,” mused Hermione Meredith as she sat 
-1. J-amongst the cushions in the bay window of her 
drawing room. The rain beat heavily and incessantly against the 
glass. The sky was dark and, over the Quantocks, a dense bank of 
cloud threatened to add to the deluge. There would be no riding 
this afternoon. Instead she would enjoy coffee and cognac and an 
hour or two of Jane Austen. 

She rang the bell and then took off her tweed riding jacket and 
hung it on the back of a dining chair. Her hat and riding crop she 
placed on the seat. The maid came in. 

“Yes, Madam?—Oh” 

“Whatever is the matter, Lorna?” 

“You’re going riding, Madam.” 

“Oh I am, am I? And what, may I ask, gave you that idea?” 

“Well—you’re dressed for riding, Madam.” 

Miss Meredith was tempted to take issue with her maid. In one 
of her more waspish moods she would have pointed out that, 
since she was not wearing her riding jacket, she could not be 
dressed for riding. However, she was mellowed by the thought of 
spending the afternoon in the warmth of her drawing room while 
the wind and rain billowed around her country house. Lorna was 
partly right, anyway, and she adored Miss Meredith, as the latter 
knew very well. Her maid’s gasp on entering the drawing room 
was only partly one of surprise. Hermione Meredith was talL and 
well built, and the sight of her in checked waistcoat, fawn breech¬ 
es and riding boots caused Lorna s exclamation to be accompanied 
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by a distinct colouring of her cheeks. “Come here, Lorna.” 

Hips swaying in her tight black dress, Lorna walked delicately 
across the room. 

“Look outside and tell me what the weather is like.” 

The shapely young maid bent forward slightly and peered into 
the gloom beyond the window. “Well, I suppose-” 

“Take a closer look.” 

A narrow mahogany table stood between Lorna and the 
rain-spattered window. She placed her hands on the surface and 
leaned further forward. “It’s not very-” 

“Closer.” 

Lorna stretched until her pretty little nose was barely an inch 
from the window. 

“Yes, Madam, it’s certainly quite — ow!” 

Miss Meredith placed the riding crop back on the seat of the 
chair. “And you would send me out in that? Shame on you, 
Lorna.” 

“Oh no. Madam,” said Lorna blushing deeply as she rubbed her 
hands against the tails of her white apron, “I just thought—” 

“After all, you said yourself how ‘ow!’ it is, and of course you 
are right: it is very ‘ow!’ indeed. I must say it is a long time since 
I have seen weather quite so ‘ow!’” 

Lorna found herself smiling at Miss Meredith’s gentle mockery. 
Such mockery was always latent in the older woman’s clipped 
upper-class tones and made her maid go weak at the knees. 
Hermione Meredith, now in her middle years, might not be quite 
so handsome as she once was; but she was just as dashing as ever, 
and a few wrinkles, far from being an impediment, added to her 
air of distinction, drawing sighs from secretaries, sales assistants and 
serving maids. 

She sent Lorna away for her coffee and poured herself some 
brandy. Then she sat down with the Sunday Telegraph. A few 
moments later she lifted her head. Something was not quite right. 
Now what might that be? She gazed through the window, watch¬ 
ing vaguely as the rain swept across a distant hillside. She pursed 
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her dips. Something quite definitely was not absolutely, perfectly 
right. Not to worry: it would come to her. She returned to her 
newspaper. After a short while she lifted her head again. It had 
come to her. 

“Matilda Fame,” she said aloud. 

Matilda Fame, who lived at the Old Parsonage, was Hermione 
Merediths old friend and riding companion. She was supposed to 
have called for Miss Meredith in her Morris Minor to take her to 
the stables. She had neither turned up nor telephoned. True 
enough, Miss Meredith had been perfectly happy to allow the 
weather the last word; but that did not give Matilda Fame the 
right to cancel without so much as a by-your-leave. 

Lorna returned with the coffee. 

“Lorna, get me Miss Fame on the telephone, if you please.”The 
girl went away and returned a minute later with the telephone on 
a silver tray. 

“Your call, Madam.” 

“Thank you, Lorna. Remain where you are.” Miss Meredith 
picked up the receiver. “Matilda,” she said. 

“Hello, Hermione.” 

“You were supposed to pick me up this afternoon to go rid- 

5 ? 

mg. 

“But surely, Hermione, what with the weather-“ 

“And you could not even telephone to say you would not be 
coming?” 

“Oh, I’m so sorry, Hermione — I really thought it should have 
been obvious.” 

“What should to be obvious, Matilda, after all the years we have 
known one another, is that I do not tolerate bad manners. Get 
over here right away. I shall expect you in five minutes.” 

She replaced the receiver. “Take that away, Lorna, and then fetch 
the cane.” Lorna coloured deeply, but she merely said “Yes, 
Madam” and carried the telephone from the room. Miss Meredith 
leaned back thoughtfully in her chair. She did indeed know 
Matilda Fame well. At this moment that mousy lady would be 
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bustling about getting herself ready in a desperate struggle to meet 
Miss Meredith’s requirements. The Old Parsonage was nearly 
three miles away and, had she been able to jump straight away into 
her Morris Minor, she would still have had the very deuce of a 
job to cover that distance in five minutes along country lanes. 
Not, thought Miss Meredith with a smile, that it made the slight¬ 
est difference. 

Lorna came in carrying the cane. She stood before Miss 
Meredith looking rather disconsolate, until the latter took pity 
and said “Don’t worry, darling: you are not being punished on this 
occasion. If you would care to place it on the table, please. “ 

Her mistress marked clearly Lorna’s reaction. It was one of both 
relief and disappointment, the exact opposite of the mixture of fear 
and delight a maid experiences when she is to be punished by a 
mistress she adores. If Hermione Meredith knew her maid well, 
there would be a minor transgression in the next minute or two. 

“Perhaps you would care to put the kettle on, Lorna. Miss Fame 
will no doubt need some refreshment on her arrival—shortly 
after, anyway.” 

Hermione Meredith knew her maid well. Lorna flounced off 
without replying and closed the drawing room door behind her 
with a good deal more emphasis than was strictly necessary. When 
she returned her mistress was waiting for her, cane in hand. 

“Under normal circumstances, my dear,” she told the girl, “I 
should be prepared to overlook your petulance. However, you 
have not been caned for quite some time and, as I need to get 
warmed up, you are going to be warmed up. Bend over that 
chair.” 

Lorna obeyed. Miss Meredith flipped up the tails of the maid’s 
apron and tapped the cane against expanse of derriere which 
quivered beneath the tight black skirt. At this point she was too 
concentrated on the task at hand to hear the stuttering approach 
of a Morris Minor. 

Matilda Fame pulled up in front of the house and switched off 
the engine. She opened the window a few inches and shuddered 
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slightly. Oh dear. Was that two strokes or three she had heard? 
Certainly the sound of the teeming rain was easily penetrated by 
the resonant swack! of the cane from within. She had often wished 
she had Miss Meredith’s brisk, no-nonsense approach to life; 
instead she had had to content herself with being guided and 
ruled by her friend. Hermione had helped her with so many 
things. She was firm and decisive where she, Matilda, was scatter¬ 
brained and uncertain. 

The front door was opened by a crimson-faced Lorna who had 
to bite her lower lip to stop its quivering. When she entered the 
drawing room her nervous glance quickly took in the cane as it 
lay on the table. Her eyes darted to the tall figure of Miss Meredith 
who stood with her arms folded, her stony gaze betraying the 
faintest hint of amused disdain. 

“Well, Matilda, what have you to say for yourself?” 

“Hermione, I’m most awfully sorry—” 

“It was not as though we had to go riding, was it?” Observing 
Matilda’s dumb shake of the head she went on: “We could have 
gone for a drive and called somewhere for afternoon tea; or per¬ 
haps we could have stayed at home and listened to the wireless — 
Schubert’s Ninth Symphony was on the Third Programme — and 
then played a hand or two of cribbage. Hmm?” 

For poor Matilda Fame, fear of Hermione Meredith at her 
most stridently critical was mixed with a deep sense of guilt at 
having let down her dear friend. She struggled to find words to 
express her contrition. 

“Oh dear, Hermione, what can I say?” was all she could say. 

“There is no need to say anything, dear: I shall do the talking. 
We have been friends a long time, have we not?” 

Matilda nodded. 

“And it would be a shame to allow a minor transgression to 
spoil our friendship — don’t you agree?” 

Matilda nodded. Miss Meredith walked over to the table and 
beckoned Matilda to follow. When she picked up the cane, 
Matilda’s hands flew to her mouth, stifling a cry. 
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“Very well. Six of the best and then we shall say no more about 
it.” Matilda stood frozen with her hands still fastened over her 
mouth. Miss Meredith brought the cane down sharply on the pol¬ 
ished surface of the table. 

“Hands on the edge of the table, if you please, Matilda. Then 
step back one pace.” 

Under Miss Meredith’s instructions Matilda Fame lowered her 
head and arched her back. Her features may have been somewhat 
thin and pinched; the rest of her most certainly was not, least of 
all that part of her which strained against the confines of her 
tweed skirt and upon which Miss Meredith’s cane now rested. The 
tall, commanding figure in riding breeches raised the cane in a 
slow arc, then waited a moment before bringing it down with a 
satisfying crack! followed almost immediately by an anguished yelp. 

Outside the storm raged and rattled the windows. Yes, Miss 
Meredith decided as she lifted the cane a second time, it was nice 
to have one’s mind made up for one. But only on occasion — and 
then only by the weather. 
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MISS PRISM, LIBRARIAN 
A Sequel 

by Angela Inslip 

Miss Prism, Librarian by Miss Regina Snow appeared 
in our previous anthology, Disciplined Ladies. Here 
Miss Inslip ably takes up Miss Snow’s theme. 

I T is bad enough, in all conscience, to watch a Mistress reject¬ 
ing and tearing up ones Lines, over which one has laboured 
for so long, and knowing that all the work will have to be re¬ 
peated. To be compelled to destroy one’s own punishment work, 
and to do so slowly, page by page, is mortifying. Since Miss Prism 
had awarded the original punishment on Monday, I had written 
200 Lines twice, submitted them, and had them rejected, first on 
Wednesday and then again on Thursday, and been forced to start 
afresh with the punishment doubled to 400 lines: and even well 
over half those I had written under supervision had also been re¬ 
jected. As if that were not enough, I had experienced my first can¬ 
ing, as well as having my punishment redoubled to 800 lines. As I 
left the Library, and heard Miss Prism’s parting words “Remember, 
Miss Chandler — nine o’clock tomorrow morning”, I confess that 
I was very close to tears. 

Understandably, I passed a rather disturbed night, but on Friday 
morning much of the acute discomfort caused by my caning had 
passed off, although of course the weals were still prominent. 
Hearing on the wireless a forecast of several days of unbroken hot, 
cloudless weather, I felt more cheerful, and put on a white sleeve¬ 
less sundress with a wide scarlet belt and scarlet high-heeled san¬ 
dals, placed my purse in a large white woven straw bag, and set off. 
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It was easy enough to get to the Library in the centre of the town, 
for although private cars had long been banned from all town 
centres, frequent and reliable omnibus services had been estab¬ 
lished. These were free on production of a resident’s pass, and 
available for a small charge for visitors. 

The omnibus service which I boarded near my home should 
have arrived at the terminus in good time for me to cross to the 
Library by nine o’clock, but as ill-luck would have it, a group of 
visitors were waiting at the next stop, and in fumbling for the 
right change for their fares, delayed us so much that the quarters 
were just chiming from the Town Hall clock as we finally drew to 
a stop. The bell tolled the hour, the ninth chime sounding as I was 
crossing the road, a moment or two before I pushed open the 
door of the Library. Miss Prism was of course already at her desk, 
demure and correct as always. She did not look up as I walked 
across the floor and stood before her. 

“Tell me, Miss Chandler — for you have only recently left 
school, and you cannot have forgotten — was it your custom to 
report for Long Detention dressed as though you planned to 
spend the day at the beach?” she enquired coldly. 

“No, Miss,” I replied, “we wore uniform.” 

“And I take it that you still have your uniform?” 

It was only that morning, as I was dressing, that I had looked at 
my old green gymslip hanging in the wardrobe, and been thank¬ 
ful that I would never have to wear it again. Without thinking, I 
answered “Yes, Miss.” 

“Then you will return home and change into your full uni- 
form.You will be experiencing, I think, a rather longer Detention 
than any you have so far known while you write the Lines I have 
set, and I shall require you to be properly dressed until the pun¬ 
ishment is completed. You may leave your bag with me; it will be 
quite safe.” 

“May I take my purse, please, Miss? It has my travel pass in it.” 

“No, Miss Chandler, you may not.You will be spending a good 
deal of your time sitting down for the next few days, so the walk 
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will do you good. Moreover, you will return here by ten o’clock.” 
And she smiled her little, secret smile as she saw the dismay on my 
face. 

By the time I reached home, about a mile away, I was footsore 
and feeling sorry that I had put on high heels. Quickly, I changed 
into my old school blouse and gymslip, but fearful that my dress 
would attract derisive comments should I meet any of my friends, 
I put on neither the school tie nor hat, and left my stockings as 
they were. Changing my shoes for a pair of low-heeled courts, I 
set off on my walk back. Since I had been boarding at school on 
the other side of the county, I judged that Miss Prism would not 
know exactly how my uniform should look, and would not detect 
the deliberately deceitful compromise which I had adopted. My 
hopes were not to be fulfilled. 

As I re-entered the Library I saw a familiar figure standing talk¬ 
ing to Miss Prism. It was that of Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, 
until recently my House Mistress at school, with whom, in her 
study, I had had all too many unpleasant interviews. What on earth 
was she doing here? She turned towards me as I entered. 

“Why, Luella!” she cried in surprise, as I curtsied, as I had so 
often done on entering her presence, before I could stop myself. 
“Whatever are you doing dressed like that? You are a disgrace to 
the School!” 

“Is this not then her full, regulation school uniform?” enquired 
Miss Prism. 

“Indeed it is not! Where is her tie? Her hat? Her gloves? Why 
is she wearing stockings and court shoes, privileges restricted to 
prefects, (which office Luella certainly never held, nor ever would 
have held) instead of ankle socks and button-strap, Mary Jane 
shoes? And worst of all, why is she not carrying her raincape, neat¬ 
ly folded over her left forearm, as all our girls must do when they 
are off the school premises in uniform, in case it should rain? 
Perhaps it is as well that I should have come to live in the town, 
so that I can keep an eye on Luella’s behaviour as well as her 
appearance.” 


48 



Miss Prism, Librarian 


“It is indeed,” said Miss Prism, “I shall look forward to your 
assistance in the coming weeks. Luella, you will return home at 
once and complete your changing into uniform as I ordered you 
to do an hour ago. And you need not think that you will escape 
punishment for your disobedience. I shall expect you back here in 
an hours time.” 

It appeared that I was no longer to be addressed as “Miss 
Chandler”, but that I would have to accept being known again as 
“Luella” as though I were still a schoolgirl. And what did Miss 
Prism mean by her reference to ‘the coming weeks’? Did she 
intend to keep on extending and increasing my punishments? 
With a heavy heart, I left the Library once more, and walked back 
home. There, I completed my uniform, feeling a complete fool as 
I carried the raincape in full uniform in the street, in the hot sun¬ 
shine with the temperature approaching 80 degrees. My appear¬ 
ance caused many curious glances from ladies, and much giggling 
from girls of my own age, as I hurried back through the now busy 
and crowded streets to the Library. 

As I have said. Miss Prism’s desk commanded a view of both the 
Senior and Junior sections of the Library, the latter being arranged 
in bays like the former, but with the tables and chairs in each bay 
being replaced by ordinary school desks. The first bay of the 
Junior Library had only half length shelving nearest to Miss 
Prism’s desk, so as not to interrupt her view, and against the back 
of the shelving now stood one of the school desks, with an omi¬ 
nously large pile of writing paper placed ready upon it. Once 
more I stood before Miss Prism. 

“So, Luella,” she began, “I see that you are at last properly 
dressed for your Detention. But first, I must deal with the matter 
of your lateness this morning. My computer recorded your arrival 
at one minute after nine o’clock, whereas your instructions were 
to report at nine, were they not?” 

“Yes, Miss. The omnibus was delayed.” 

“I am not interested in the omnibus, Luella, but in your punc¬ 
tuality, or rather the lack of it. I intend to give you time to reflect 
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once more on the desirability of acquiring that important habit. 
You will place your raincape, neatly folded, over the back of that 
desk, and then you will go and stand in the corner next to the 
desk. Since you were one minute late, you will remain there for 
one hour; you will stand facing the wall, with your arms behind 
your back, and your heels together, with your feet at an angle of 
45 degrees, and your toes touching the skirting boards. And you 
will neither turn your head, nor move, nor speak until I give you 
permission.” 

I felt utterly humiliated as I took up my position to undergo 
this childish punishment, which I had not experienced since I had 
been in the junior form of my Primary School. Moreover, to 
suffer it in full view of everyone, adult and child, who came into 
the Library made it even harder to bear. The time passed slowly, 
so that when I heard faintly the chimes of the Town Hall clock 
begin to strike the quarters, I was relieved that my hour’s punish¬ 
ment was about to come to an end. I could not believe it when 
the bells fell silent after the first quarter had sounded : had I real¬ 
ly been standing there for only 15 minutes ? But there was noth¬ 
ing I could do but wait as patiently as I might for the hour to end. 

Just as I heard the chimes for the half-hour, an insect landed on 
the side of my nose and instinctively I brushed it away. 
Immediately I heard Miss Prism’s clear voice. 

“I do not recall giving you permission to move, Luella.” 

“No, Miss,” I replied miserably, appalled as I realised what I had 
done. 

“Nor did I give you permission to speak. For moving, your 
punishment will start again from this moment. For speaking, it is 
extended by half an hour.” 

And so I now faced a total of two hours standing in the corner, 
the half hour I had already suffered, like all the hundreds of Lines 
I had written so far that week, counting for nothing. 

I stood staring at the blank wall in front of me, listening to the 
passing to and fro of Library users, adults and children alike, won¬ 
dering what they were thinking as they saw my disgrace. At long 
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last, one o’clock arrived and the Library c losed for the luncheon 
break. Miss Prism spoke once more. 

“You may take your place at your desk, Luella.” I obeyed. 

“You will stand up again, and curtsy before sitting down, in an 
appropriate acknowledgement of my instructions.” Blushing, I 
obeyed once more. 

“That is better. Now, take up your pen — I think your writing 
will be improved if you are constantly having to pause to dip its 
nib in the inkwell, instead of scrawling in pencil as you have so far 
been doing —and start your Line. You will remember it was 
‘Punctuality is the courtesy of kings. I must learn to be prompt 
and punctual in my dealings with the Library and in life in gen¬ 
eral’. However, after the word ‘kings’, do not put a full stop, and 
wait before you continue.” 

I did as I was told, and Miss Prism continued “Now add the 
words ‘and the politeness of princesses’; then you may continue to 
the end of the Line you have been writing. Once you reach it, 
place a semi-colon rather than a full stop.” 

When she saw that I had finished, she ordered “Now add ‘in 
particular, whenever I am ordered to report for Long Detention.’” 

Once more I obeyed, dismayed to realise that the additional 
words alone formed the equivalent of a longer sentence than any 
I had had to write as a complete Line at School. 

“There is the matter of your disobedience to be dealt with, 
Luella. You were late for your Detention this morning, were you 
not?” 

“Yes, Miss,” I answered, “but I have been punished already for 
that—” 

“Indeed you have, young lady, but in arriving late you also dis¬ 
obeyed my direct order to report at nine o’clock. For that dis¬ 
obedience, you will now write the lengthened Line before you 
two hundred times, before you begin on the eight hundred Lines 
you have already earned. To remind you how many Lines you 
have still to write, you will number them from 200, in descending 
order, and not in the ordinary way from 1 onwards. And remem- 
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ber what I said: if I have to reject any of them, you will remain 
behind when the Library closes.” 

So now, having started with two hundred Lines, having written 
several hundred, all of which had been rejected, I was now being 
ordered to write a thousand, the first two hundred of them longer 
than any I had ever written in my life. It was by now one o’clock, 
the whole morning having been taken up in walking to and from 
the Library, and then standing in the corner for two hours, doing 
nothing towards completing, or even starting, my original once 
repeated and then twice doubled punishment. I knew that I could 
not expect to be released before half past five, when the Library 
closed, so I took up my pen, dipped it in the ink, and began my 
work. 

I was most careful to write my Lines neatly and legibly, with¬ 
out any untidinesses or malformed letters which would, in Miss 
Prism s eyes, justify their rejection. In any case, I had no doubt that 
her threat to make me remain behind after closing time if Lines 
were deemed unacceptable meant that I would be caned once 
more, and that I felt I could not bear. The result was, of course, 
that I wrote very slowly and by half past five I had reduced the 
number still remaining to be written to only 108.T0 my surprise, 
Miss Prism did not inspect them, but took the sheets and locked 
them away in her desk. Was I to be allowed to go ? It was a love¬ 
ly warm, sunny and cloudless evening, and I looked forward to 
getting home and changing out of my hated school uniform. And, 
of course, my bag would have to be returned to me and I could 
use my travel pass on the omnibus. Then Miss Prism spoke once 
more. 

“Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby has suggested to me that you 
deserve to be punished for your attempted deception this morn¬ 
ing by arriving in an incomplete uniform. I am far from sure that 
you will continue to obey your school rule regarding your uni¬ 
form while you are on your way home this evening. Moreover, I 
think there is a considerable likelihood of rain. You will therefore 
put on your raincape now, and button it fully to the neck.” 
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When I had obeyed, Miss Prism took from her desk one of 
those wide woven canvas straps which were once used to hold 
books together for ease of carrying, and were now again quite 
widely available for students and school children.The buckle had 
three separate sharp-pointed tongues, which penetrated the can¬ 
vas at the required point to hold the books firmly. 

“Place your hands together behind your back, Luella.” 

She lifted the skirt of my cape, and I felt the strap drawn firmly 
round my wrists, and securely buckled. 

“There. That will perhaps discourage you from any attempt to 
remove your cape before you reach your home.Then you may ask 
your mother to remove the strap, if she wishes to do so. You will 
also ask her to replace it, after you have again put on your cape, 
tomorrow morning before you set out to return to the Library. 
You need not worry about your bag; I shall keep it for you until 
your punishment is over. When I spoke to your mother on the 
telephone this afternoon, she agreed that you should receive no 
more of your allowance until then, as deprivation of funds will 
prevent your trying to avoid your daily walks by paying a fare as 
though you were a visitor. Good evening, Luella. I trust that you 
will enjoy your walk home this evening.” 

It seemed much further than the actual mile or so before I 
reached home, uncomfortably hot in the rubber raincape and 
blushing from the teasing remarks I had overheard; moreover my 
arms were beginning to ache from being confined. Luckily, the 
front door was open, so I could enter without difficulty, but 
unluckily the reason for this was that my mothers ladies’ bridge 
group was assembling for their weekly meeting. 

There was a general laugh as I entered the sitting room where 
the ladies had gathered. My mother explained that she had 
received a call on the telephone from Miss Prism, so that she 
knew all about my punishment and the reasons for it. When I 
asked her to remove the strap from my wrists, she refused, telling 
me to go and stand in the corner until it was her turn to be 
“dummy” in her bridge four, when she would have time to deal 
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with me. So for the second time that day I found myself staring at 
a blank wall, and nearly in tears from frustration. Worse, however, 
was to come. 

There was a stir behind me as a newcomer arrived and I heard 
my mother say, “Ladies, we have a new member, replacing Mrs 
Harding who, as you know, has moved away. May I introduce Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby, who has just retired from the position 
of House Mistress at the School which Luella attended until last 
term. Indeed, I understand that it was she who suggested Luella’s 
present, and, I may add, well-deserved, punishment.” 

I squirmed with embarrassment, as Miss Mablethorpe- 
Willoughby (I dared not even think of her without using her full 
surname, on which she insisted. She had been known to punish a 
new girl who, on her very first day at school, and thinking that 
the name was “Miss Mabel Thorpe-Willoughby” had mistakenly 
so called her, with 500 Lines “I must always address Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby correctly”) acknowledged the intro¬ 
ductions and made plain her intention to continue supervising my 
discipline now that she was living nearby. 

The play began, and after some twenty minutes my mother, 
without leaving her place, addressed me. 

“Luella, you will go and report to Miss Isobel, and ask her to 
release you, give you some supper, and then put you to bed imme¬ 
diately.” 

My heart sank. I knew that the way in which she had referred 
to our parlourmaid as “Miss” Isobel meant that I was to consider 
myself subordinate to her. Isobel, a young lady of 24 or so, had in 
fact been sent to mother by the District Court rather more than 
a year earlier for twelve months’ Punitive Service as a punishment 
for repeated impertinence, and even I, much younger than she, 
had been entitled to report her for any unsatisfactory service, and 
recommend a punishment to be given by my mother. Since her 
Punitive Service had ended, she had remained with my mother as 
a very satisfactory house/parlourmaid. 

I found Miss Isobel in what had been, in more spacious days, 
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the housekeepers room, did my best to drop a curtsy, and asked 
her if she would unstrap my wrists so that I could remove my 
cape. She laughed, and said "And I trust you are prepared to pay 
for that service, Luella?” The emphasis she placed on the word 
“pay” told me that she had in mind some punishment, but I had 
no option but to accept her ruling. 

“Yes, Miss,” I replied. 

She gestured towards a cupboard which contained, I knew, the 
canes which my mother had used upon her. 

“You may choose between eight strokes with the nursery cane, 
six with the schoolroom cane, or three with the Governess cane; 
the nursery cane you will be given with your knickers down; for 
the other canes I shall allow you their protection. Which is it to 
be?” 

I knew from having watched Isobel being punished that even 
the nursery cane, light though it was, produced a vicious sting; the 
schoolroom cane, a longer and rather heavier instrument, I had 
experienced myself when being punished by Miss Prism; the 
Governess cane was a really fearsome thing, which resulted in 
excruciating pain and extensive bruising. Hesitantly, I chose the 
schoolroom cane. Then Isobel surprised me. 

"I shall not punish you for the time being, Luella.You may have 
your supper now.” And she unstrapped my wrists, allowed me to 
remove the cape, and gave me some bread and cheese to eat. 
When I had finished, she led me upstairs to my room, where I 
found that my wardrobes had been emptied of all my clothes 
except my school uniform, and all my books and pictures taken 
away. Under Isobels supervision, I undressed,put on a school uni¬ 
form nightgown, and got into bed. 

“I shall cane you in the morning, Luella. The prospect will give 
you something to which to look forward during the night.” And 
she drew the curtains, removed the bulb from my bedside light, 
and went out, locking the door behind her. 

To be left alone locked in a darkened room for the night, at the 
early hour of half past seven, would normally be a punishment 
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reserved for naughty little girls, so I felt the humiliation deeply. 
And to have to spend some twelve hours contemplating a can¬ 
ing-is it any wonder that I wept? 

Next morning Isobel appeared again, trim in her parlourmaids 
uniform, and carrying the schoolroom cane. Under her supervi¬ 
sion, I washed and dressed once more in uniform, and then bent 
over the end of the bed. She lifted the skirt of my gymslip and told 
me to grasp the bedstead’s sides firmly. 

“Six strokes, Luella,” she said, and I heard the cane swish 
through the air before cutting painfully into my nearly unpro¬ 
tected flesh. I yelped with the shock. 

“Silence, Miss!” she ordered. “That was just a trial stroke. Your 
caning starts in earnest now.You will count the strokes out loud.” 

To be caned by the Head Mistress at school is a possibility that 
one must accept, even though I had been lucky enough to avoid 
.it. To be caned by one’s Mistress is a punishment that, for a ser¬ 
vant, is all too likely. But to be caned by a servant is a shaming 
experience, and particularly painful when the caning is adminis¬ 
tered by a servant who is bent upon revenging herself for the pun¬ 
ishments she herself has received as a result of one’s own reports 
and recommendations. Isobel had no intention of sparing me, and 
she did not do so. Despite her earlier promise to allow me my 
knickers, she pulled them down to expose the bare flesh. 

Using the skill acquired from experience, she laid on the first 
three strokes precisely and neatly upon the weals resulting from 
Miss Prism’s caning thirty-six hours earlier, and then moved her 
position slightly to enable her to lay on the second three strokes 
at an angle, so that they crossed the first group and left a total of 
nine points of extra pain. I do not know how I managed to count 
the strokes and remain bent over the bed, but I did, just. 

“You may stand up and adjust your dress, Luella,” she said when 
she had laid the cane aside, “and after your breakfast you will ask 
your mother to replace the strap round your wrists so that you 
will not be able to remove your cape on the way to the Library.” 

I thanked her, and made my way downstairs to the breakfast 
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room. After a meal for which, I confess, I had little appetite, I put 
on my school hat and cape, and made my request to my mother 
to have my wrists pinioned once more. She complied, buckling 
the strap even more tightly than Miss Prism had done and I set off 
for the Library. 

Today I was determined not to be late and so give Miss Prism 
the occasion to punish me again. Hurrying as much as I could in 
the increasing warmth of the sun, I arrived at the Library at five 
minutes before nine o’clock, just as Miss Prism herself was 
unlocking the door. Ignoring me, she went in and shut the door 
behind her, leaving me standing on the pavement looking, and 
feeling, rather foolish. 

As the hour struck, she opened the door once more, and this 
time I followed her inside. She sat at her desk, and tapped some 
instructions into her computer. Then she spoke. 

“When I say that you are to report at nine o’clock, Luella, I 
mean nine o’clock and not five minutes to. I shall deal with this 
latest example of your disobedience later on. Now you may take 
off your cape and sit at your desk, ready to continue writing your 
Lines.” 

“Please, Miss, I cannot take off my cape yet: my hands are still 
bound.” 

“Very well; turn round and let me release you.” 

I felt with relief the freedom thus granted to me, even though 
it presaged a further long period of weary punishment, writing 
the remainder of my Lines. When I had removed my cape, folded 
it carefully and taken my place, Miss Prism brought from her desk 
the Lines I had completed the previous day, and another sheaf of 
imposition paper. Picking up my pen, I began the long task ahead. 

As it was a Saturday the Library closed at half past one o’clock, 
but when that hour arrived, I still had some twenty more Lines to 
write. Miss Prism told me that I would not be allowed to leave 
before they were completed, and reminded me that I still had a 
punishment for disobedience to come.To emphasise the point, she 
took her cane and laid it across the top of my desk, in the chan- 
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nel meant to hold pens and pencils. Was I then to be caned again, 
for the second time that day ? 

I worked on for another hour, taking care not to try to speed 
up my writing in an attempt to be released earlier. When I had 
finished, Miss Prism came and took away all the pages over which 
I had laboured so long, and I waited in some trepidation for her 
verdict. After a few minutes, she called me over to her desk. 

“Stand with your hands on your head, Luella,” she ordered, 
“while I examine your work. I hope it is more satisfactory than it 
has been during this past week.” 

In this childishly humiliating position of submission, I had to 
watch her careful examination of each Line. She took her time, 
and after a while my arms started aching. She looked up at me. 

“Are your arms beginning to ache, Luella?” she asked sweetly. 

“Yes, Miss.” 

“Good.” 

And she continued her examination. I noted with apprehension 
the marks she made in red pencil on a pad by her side. What did 
they signify? More Lines? A caning? I could not know. Eventually, 
she spoke. 

“You will be glad to hear that I find these Lines acceptable— 
just. Had I found only one more example of untidiness, you 
would have had to repeat them. As it is, you may return to your 
desk and tear them up, one page at a time. You will then sit and 
reflect on the disobedience you displayed this morning. When I 
think you have done so for long enough, you may go; but do not 
forget that I shall expect you at nine o’clock on Monday morn¬ 
ing to start the eight hundred Lines you have still to write. And if 
I hear a sound from you, or detect a movement, I shall have no 
hesitation in caning you again. Is that clear?” 

“Yes, Miss,” I answered humbly. I hoped too that I could stay 
silent long enough to satisfy her. We had had at school what we 
knew as ‘Absolute Silence Detention’, with severe punishment for 
anyone who broke the rule, but it had rarely lasted for more than 
half an hour, and never more than an hour. Slowly I tore up the 
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Lines I had laboured over for so long : the growing piles of half- 
and then quarter-sheets seemed to mock me. As the afternoon 
wore on, and I heard the faint sounds of the clock striking, 1 
realised that Miss Prism intended to keep me in detention until 
she had finished the various tasks which she had to do while the 
Library was closed. At least I had the consolation of knowing that 
I would be spared the rewriting I had feared, and perhaps I would 
be able to have a free day on the morrow; even, if I could persuade 
my mother, able to wear one of my own dresses and not the hate¬ 
ful school uniform. 

It was not until well after five o’clock that she began to prepare 
for her departure. As she was doing so, I heard her telephone ring, 
but she took the call in her private office, so that I could not tell 
to whom she was speaking. I was soon to learn. 

“That was Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, Luella,” she said 
when she came back into the main part of the Library. “She was 
glad to hear that you had beenable satisfactorily to complete your 
extra Lines, and asked to see them for herself. What a pity it is that 
you have only just torn them up! I am afraid that you will have to 
write them again, will you not?’ And she smiled sweetly at my 
discomfiture and obvious disappointment. 

“You are to report with them to Miss Mablethorpe- 
Willoughby at her house at half past six tomorrow evening—and 
you will, of course, do so in full school uniform. Since it has taken 
you a total of some ten hours to write these two hundred Lines, 
you will be wise to make a start at home this evening. I will ask 
your mother to ensure that you are not interrupted at your work. 
Here is a supply of imposition paper for you. Now you may go.” 

I curtsied, and left the Library in a welter of emotion. Was there 
to be no end to this? One punishment seemed to lead only to 
another, and another, and another. I felt utterly powerless—as of 
course I was—at the mercy of Miss Prism and now Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby as well, to say nothing of my mother’s 
actions in humiliating me in front of her guests, and placing me 
in the charge of her maid. 
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When I reached home, and told my mother of the extra pun¬ 
ishment I had been given, she sent for Isobel and told her to take 
me to one of the empty rooms in the attics which had once been 
occupied by the junior maids, and to see to it that I had a table 
and hard chair, as well as pen and ink, but nothing else to distract 
me from the task in hand. Then she was to lock me in, and leave 
me for two hours; in the morning, before eight o’clock, I was to 
be taken back to that room, still dressed in uniform, and locked in 
again to complete the Lines in time to take them to Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby by the hour stipulated by Miss Prism. 
This of course was an order which Isobel obeyed with pleasure. 

She made me wait in the passage outside the attic rooms, stand¬ 
ing facing the wall, while she made one of them ready for me.The 
chair she chose had one of its legs rather shorter than the others, 
so that it was much more difficult for me to sit still and write 
neatly Indeed, I had to discard the first page which I wrote, as my 
pen slipped just as I was finishing the last Line on it: a full quar¬ 
ter of an hour of precious time wasted. If that happened too fre¬ 
quently, I knew I would never complete the Lines in time, and 
would simply be punished even more severely. 

The long, wearisome, boring and pointless task took me nearly 
all the next day as well, of course; what a way to have to spend a 
Saturday evening and a fine, hot, Sunday! At last, however, it was 
over and I gathered the sheets together to await Isobel’s return to 
release me and let me leave to walk to Miss Mablethorpe- 
Willoughby s house. 

Even though it was a Sunday evening, the streets were still busy, 
and the sight of a schoolgirl in full uniform, complete with rain- 
cape, caused many heads to turn and, I am sure, many amused 
comments. At last, I arrived at the house, and after checking that 
I was on time, I rang the bell. Miss Mablethorpe- Willoughby 
came to the door. She looked surprised to see me. 

“Why, Luella,” she cried, “whatever are you doing here ?” 

“I have brought my Lines, Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, 
which you wished to see.” 
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“I fear that you may have had a wasted journey, Luclla,” she 
replied, “but come in.” I followed her into her study.‘‘I told Miss 
Prism, when she said that you had been ordered to tear up the 
Lines that she had found to be acceptable, that I wished I could 
have seen them, not that I wished to see them. So now you have 
spent a long time making a copy for me, when you need not have 
done. Still, since you have, it would be unkind of me not to exam¬ 
ine them as closely as 1 would normally do. Go and stand in the 
corner while I do so." 

I obeyed, for I had no choice, although I was quietly furious 
that Miss Prism had, possibly deliberately, made me do extra pun¬ 
ishment work for no reason at all, except to satisfy her liking for 
power. Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby kept me waiting for what 
seemed like a very long time, and I heard her place each scruti¬ 
nised sheet on her desk. Then she left the room, and it must have 
been a good ten minutes before she returned. 

“You may leave the corner and come here, Luella,” she com¬ 
manded. As I did so, I saw that she was holding a school cane. 

“These Lines are disgracefully untidy,” she went on. “Is it not 
fortunate that I brought this cane with me from school as a 
memento of my teaching career? I think that I shall be justified in 
putting it to its intended use. Bend over the desk, and grasp the 
opposite side firmly.” 

As I adopted this position, I felt her lift the skirt of my gymslip 
to leave a clear view of my knickers, now tightly stretched across 
the flesh and offering little or no protection from an 
expertly-wielded cane. 

“My standard punishment for a schoolgirl who shows up 
untidy punishment work is six strokes of the cane, Luella,” she 
said, “but in your case, having regard to the fact that you have 
already been quite severely punished for the same offence over the 
past few days, I thought that it might be appropriate to let you off 
with four.” She paused, and I heaved a sigh of relief, but then, to 
my dismay, she continued. “However, on consideration I decided 
that, in view of your age, and the fact that you are no longer a 
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schoolgirl, any such leniency would not be appropriate, nor would 
my standard punishment be sufficient. I shall therefore give you 
eight strokes.You will count them for me.” 

Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby had quite rightly been the 
Mistress most feared at school by girls who were put down for a 
caning, since not only was she an expert practitioner with the 
cane, but also her strokes were administered more severely than 
they were by any of the other Mistresses. I sensed, rather than saw, 
her take up the most advantageous position, and heard the pre¬ 
liminary swish of the cane through the air. I trembled. Then the 
cane lashed across my knickers, and I cried out with the shock and 
sudden pain. 

“One, Miss,” I managed to gasp, when I had recovered sufficient 
breath. 

“One, Miss what ?” demanded Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby. 

“One, Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby.” 

“Do not forget to address me properly in future, Luella.” 

The cane hissed through the air once more, and cut into my 
flesh through the thin knickers. 

“Two, Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby.” 

“I do not recall asking you to begin counting at ‘two’, Luella. 
Since you did not count the first stroke correctly, it did not form 
part of your punishment. The second would have been the first, 
had you counted that properly. As you did not, I shall have to 
begin your caning all over again.”If you were to ask me how I 
managed to survive that terrible punishment, I could not tell you. 
A total of ten strokes, administered without pity, at even intervals, 
despite my crying and begging for her to stop, left me sobbing and 
exhausted, unable even to rise from leaning across the table. 
Eventually, Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby lost patience. 

“If you do not pull yourself together, Luella, and get up, I shall 
begin to think that you want me to repeat the punishment.” 

Hastily, I rose, and adjusted the skirt of my gymslip, the tears still 
running down my cheeks. 

“You may curtsy, thank me for your punishment, and then go 
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home,” she said sternly. “I have no doubt that we shall meet again 
in the near future.” 

These chilling words echoed in my ears as I obeyed, and walked 
homewards, my appearance again causing a mixture of curiosity 
and amusement to the passers-by, especially the ladies among 
them. In truth, I had little to which to look forward, save the 
depressing prospect of writing a full eight hundred Lines for Miss 
Prism during the coming days. 

Next morning, Monday again, a week after my ill-fated arrival 
in the Library with my overdue books, and insufficient money to 
pay the fines I had incurred, I set out once more, after checking 
that my uniform was immaculate and my cape precisely and neat¬ 
ly folded across my left forearm. I took the greatest care to arrive 
exactly at nine o’clock, so that Miss Prism would have no cause 
to reprimand me for unpunctuality. As usual, she was at her desk. 
I went forward and curtsied to her. 

“Good morning, Miss,” I ventured.“I have come to begin writ¬ 
ing the eight hundred Lines which you ordered last Thursday 
evening.” 

“Since when you have been occupied in writing a total of four 
hundred rather longer Lines, I believe, as well as spending some 
time standing in the corner, and receiving a sound and, I am sure, 
well-deserved caning from Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby.” 

“Yes, Miss.” 

“And are you looking forward to completing the eight hundred 
Lines you have still to write for me?” 

“Not—not really, Miss,” I stammered, surprised at the question. 

“No, I suppose not. Well, you will be happy to hear that over 
the weekend I have considered whether I had perhaps been a lit¬ 
tle severe in ordering you to write that number, given that you 
have over the past week received a number of punishments all 
designed to correct your regrettable tendency to unpunctuality 
and careless and untidy writing, although I am bound to say that 
they have so far had little discernible effect.” She paused, and my 
hopes rose. Was I to be let off altogether? Or at least have the 
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number reduced? But then my world fell apart as I heard her next 
words. 

“Bearing in mind this failure, I concluded that I was indeed just 
a little severe, whereas I should have been very severe indeed.Your 
punishment will therefore be increased to One Thousand Lines, 
and they will be the longer version which you have already writ¬ 
ten, both for me and for Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, four 
hundred times.” 

“Oh, please, Miss—” I cried in horror at this terrible punish¬ 
ment. 

“Be quiet!” she ordered. “If I see or hear one more sign of 
resentment, I shall have no hesitation in doubling the number 
again. You do not want to have to write two thousand Lines, do 
you?” 

I was silent in the face of this threat. 

“Very well. I will not, this time, double the punishment, but 
since you had the effrontery to dare to try to protest at my deci¬ 
sion, you will number your Lines for me. In the left margin you 
will enter the number still to write, and in the right margin, the 
number you have written. And every one of those numbers you 
will write out in words, in full. Do you understand, Luella?” 

“Yes, Miss,” I replied miserably. 

“Take your place at your desk, then, and when I have given you 
your sheets of imposition paper, you may begin. And remember, I 
shall expect perfect neatness and clarity in your writing of every 
single one of your thousand Lines and every one of the two thou¬ 
sand numbers.” 

I sat down, and waited. Miss Prism returned to her own desk, 
and started to work at her computer, making no move to get out 
the sheets of paper which I should need. An hour passed, and a 
second. Library users looked surprised to see me sitting at a child’s 
desk, in my school uniform, doing nothing but gaze at the blank 
back wall of a set of bookshelves. At last she relented and brought 
me the paper. 

“I trust that you have enjoyed your rest, Luella, for it was the 
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last one you will have this week. If you finish your Lines before 
next Saturday afternoon, I shall be very surprised indeed—assum¬ 
ing, that is, that you write them as neatly as I wish. Take up your 
pen. Once you begin writing, do not cease, nor look round, nor 
move from your desk, without a direct order from me. You may 
start.” 

Yet again I headed the first sheet with the date, and the words 
“One Thousand Lines for Miss Prism.” I ruled careful margins on 
either side of the paper, and wrote the words ‘‘One Thousand” on 
the left. Yet again I began “Punctuality is the courtesy of kings—” 
As I reached the end of the second sentence, I wrote the word 
“One” in the right-hand margin, and nearly burst into tears then 
and there at the magnitude of the task which lay inescapably 
ahead. Then, “Nine Hundred and Ninety Nine. Punctuality is the 
courtesy—” 

By the time the Library closed for lunch, I had got as far as 
“Nine Hundred and Sixty One. Punctuality—” Miss Prism came 
across and looked at the sheets I had completed. 

“Quite unacceptable, Luella!” she cried. “You have written the 
numbers incorrectly.You should put a hyphen between the words 
enumerating the tens and the units. You should write ‘Nine 
Hundred and Ninety hyphen Nine, and so on, and similarly in the 
right-hand margin, starting with Twenty hyphen One.’ Tear up 
these sheets and start again.” 

Plunged into despair, I obeyed, and this time I could not stop 
myself from crying with the frustration and the wasted effort. In 
an attempt to avoid making another error and displeasing Miss 
Prism again, I asked “Am I to write the word ‘hyphen’, Miss, or 
just make the mark representing it?” 

“Do not try to be clever, young lady, or I shall suspect you of 
being deliberately and grossly impertinent. You will make the 
mark, of course—but to remind you that impertinence does not 
pay, you will spend the luncheon hour standing in the corner 
again, as indeed you will do every day this week.” 

As I gazed yet again at the boring sight of the blank wall and 
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the reverse side of the bookshelves, I comforted myself that at least 
my disgrace would not, for once, be seen by those using the 
Library. Nevertheless, the hour passed no more quickly than 
before, and I was thoroughly bored by the time I was allowed to 
resume the writing of my Lines. 

Of course the wasted Lines, together with the lost hour’s work, 
reduced considerably the number of Lines I had been able to 
write when the Library closed for the day. Miss Prism regarded 
the small pile of completed pages with disfavour. 

“You really will have to work much more quickly, Luella, if you 
are to write a thousand Lines by Saturday afternoon; although you 
will have to take care that you write slowly enough to ensure that 
the Lines themselves remain neat and tidy, will you not? I am pos¬ 
ing a nice little dilemma for you to solve, I think.” She smiled at 
me. “I am going to give you some imposition paper to take home, 
so that you can continue your punishment this evening. You will 
ask your mother to ensure that you write Lines for two hours 
immediately before she puts you to bed for the night, and I shall 
examine your work most carefully tomorrow morning. And you 
know, Luella, what most carefully means, and what will occur if I 
should be in any way dissatisfied with the results.You may go.” 

I collected my cape and, folding it carefully over my arm, set 
out to walk home. Upon my reporting Miss Prism’s request to my 
mother, she sent for Isobel and told her to lock me up as before, 
to write my Lines in the attic; adding that I was to be put to bed 
as soon as the two hours were up. By this time I was utterly sick 
and tired of being continually punished for, as it seemed to me, no 
good reason. As I wrote the Lines, I debated with myself whether 
or not to refuse to continue, and to accept that I would then be 
permanently barred from using the Library. Of course, in the end 
discretion once more proved itself the better part of valour; albeit 
the discretion was prompted by the knowledge that neither my 
mother nor Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby would tolerate such 
insubordination for one moment. 

Next morning, to my surprise and relief, Miss Prism did not 
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examine my work, except to note that the number of Lines I had 
written fell short of the daily average of one hundred and seven¬ 
ty which I would have needed to achieve a total of one thousand 
by Saturday afternoon. With her next words, however, my sense of 
relief evaporated. 

“I will not put up with this laziness, Luella,” she went on. “You 
will now tear up all yesterday’s work, and start again. Since you 
will now have to complete two hundred Lines on each of the 
remaining five days this week, I imagine that you will soon come 
to appreciate the virtue of applying yourself to your work at all 
times, and the unwisdom of allowing yourself to fall into a rever¬ 
ie when your attention should be concentrated on the punish¬ 
ment which you have been awarded.” 

And so began five long and full days of misery while writing, 
over and over and over again the same long dreary Line, my only 
respite occurring when I was being made to spend each luncheon 
hour standing in the corner in the Library. Miss Prism still did not 
trouble to inspect the ever-increasing pile of completed pages, and 
I began to wonder whether she would in fact do so, but I did not 
dare relax my concentration on producing neatly and carefully 
written Lines, for fear of having them rejected and suffering either 
the need to repeat them or, worse still, the cane. My evenings, of 
course, were still spent locked up in the attic at home while I 
laboured to finish my day s apportionment of two hundred Lines. 

By the beginning of Saturday afternoon, after my hour’s incar¬ 
ceration in the corner, I had only just over fifty Lines left to write, 
so I was able to complete the whole imposition comfortably 
before the deadline of half past five. I laid down my pen for, I 
hoped, the last time and sat with my hands on my head, just as we 
had had to do at school on finishing our punishment work in a 
Detention, and waited for Miss Prism to notice me. 

When she did so, after some ten minutes, she came over, picked 
up the sheets of completed Lines and, without doing more than 
riffle quickly through them, dropped them in the wastepaper bas¬ 
ket. 
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“Your punishment is over, Luella,” she said. “If only you had 
written the first two hundred Lines neatly, you would have saved 
yourself a great deal of work, would you not? Do you think that 
you have learned the virtues of punctuality, obedience and neat¬ 
ness by now?” 

“Yes, Miss.” It was over, then; nearly a whole fortnight of pun¬ 
ishment work and public disgrace. I cannot say how relieved I 
was. 

“And now, I dare say, you are looking forward to taking off your 
school uniform for the last time and being able to put on pretty 
dresses once more.” 

“Yes, Miss,” I answered once again, giving silent but heartfelt 
thanks that I would at last be rid of the hateful and ugly school 
uniform. 

“But I am afraid that must be a pleasure deferred, Luella. You 
have just told me that you only think that you have learned your 
lesson, whereas Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby and I must be 
satisfied that you have indeed done so. Since your original offence 
stemmed from your first use of the Senior Library, you will for the 
time being be restricted to using the Junior Library. And since I 
do not allow children to do so who are not properly dressed in 
their school uniforms, at least during term time, you will contin¬ 
ue to wear your uniform during the coming weeks.” 

I was absolutely taken aback by her words. That I, a girl 
approaching twenty years of age, should continue to be dressed 
and treated as a schoolgirl as a consequence of a decision by some¬ 
one not much older than I, and moreover someone who had no 
real claim to authority over me, was insupportable. My resentment 
must have shown in my expression, because Miss Prism contin¬ 
ued. 

“You need not look so mutinous, Luella. I have consulted your 
mother as well as Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, and she is in full 
agreement with the course of action we have in mind. And 
remember, if you displease us in any way at all, you will have only 
yourself to blame if my prohibition on your use of the Senior 
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Library is extended even longer than we have at present planned. 
You may go; but you will report to me here, in uniform, on 
Monday morning at nine o’clock.” 

I still do not know how I managed to walk home that evening 
without the tears streaming down my face. Miss Prism had talked 
of“the coming weeks”, but it already seemed an age since she had 
first required me to put on my school uniform again, although in 
reality I had worn it now for barely ten days. How long did she 
intend my humiliation to continue? As you may imagine, I passed 
a miserably unhappy Sunday. 

I returned somewhat apprehensively to the Library on Monday 
morning, wondering what fate awaited me. I was soon to learn. 

“As you know, Luella, the Junior Library books are arranged in 
the bays by age groups: four to six years; seven to nine; ten to 
twelve; thirteen to fifteen; and sixteen to eighteen. The latter two 
groups will not concern you. This morning, I shall give you three 
books from the four to six age group, to read at home. (If the 
prospect of reading books meant for such young children does not 
appeal to you, I may add that your mother has agreed not to per¬ 
mit you to have any other reading matter until your punishment 
is over.) On Tuesday at noon, you will deliver one book to Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby at her house; on Wednesday evening at 
six o’clock, the second; and on Friday at noon, the third. On 
Saturday at two o’clock in the afternoon, you will report to her 
again, when you will find out what is to happen to you. Now here 
are the books for your first week’s reading, and I hope you will 
find them really exciting and enthralling.” 

It seemed that I was to be treated not just as a schoolgirl, but as 
though I were a very little girl again. The three books were con¬ 
tained in a large envelope, which was sealed. 

“On no account are you to open it until you reach home; then 
you will get a nice surprise.” 

When I arrived, I showed the unopened packet to my mother, 
just in case any question should later be raised about my obedi¬ 
ence. I had no wish for further punishment. She slit open the 
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envelope and handed the books to me. The were slim, 
highly-coloured volumes clearly written and published to attract 
the very youngest readers : their titles were Selina Goes To School; 
Melissa Helps Her Mummy; and Pamela Has A Party. My mother 
laughed to see the expression of dismay on my face. 

“You must not look so crestfallen, Luella!” she exclaimed. 
“They are lovely books! I am sure you must really be looking for¬ 
ward to reading them, but are afraid to say so for fear of being 
thought childish. Never mind; Miss Isobel will take you to your 
attic room, let you keep one of the books, and lock you in to 
make quite sure that no-one will be able to disturb you.” 

And so began my first week’s reading. Isobel let me keep Pamela 
Has A Party, saying that it would cheer me up to read about a 
happy event.The book had only some 25 pages, and was liberally 
illustrated, so the actual reading matter was very limited. Forcing 
myself to concentrate hard, I still finished the book in less than 10 
minutes—and I had nearly a day and a half to get through before 
I would be allowed anything else to read. It was not long before I 
knew the text off by heart, and so I was very relieved when the 
door was unlocked and my mother summoned me to go out 
shopping with her. Even though I was of course still wearing my 
school uniform, the change of scene and activity seemed worth 
the humiliation. 

Next morning, I was locked up once again until 11 o’clock, 
when I was allowed to go out and take the book to Miss Mable- 
thorpe-Willoughby. She received it, reprimanded me for having 
my hat less than squarely placed on my head, and reminded me to 
return promptly the following evening with the second book. Of 
course, I still had no idea what she planned to do with them 
When I returned home, Isobel gave me Melissa Helps Her 
Mummy to read : a book which I soon found was more childish 
even than the first, and which took me even less time to read 
through and learn. It was a silly little book about a silly little girl, 
and I soon found myself looking forward to being able to walk to 
Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby’s house to deliver the book to her. 
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I need hardly describe the time I spent reading Selina Goes To 
School, nor the boredom which ensued between my handing the 
book over to Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby and my returning to 
her house on Saturday after luncheon. When I did so, her greet¬ 
ing gave me yet another unpleasant surprise. 

“Luella, to assure me that you really have been doing the 
homework you have been set, I am going to give you a 
Comprehension Test based on one of the books you have been 
studying. If you pass, you will be given another set of three books 
next Monday morning, from the next age group, and you will fol¬ 
low the same routine during the coming week. But if you fail, 
when you report to Miss Prism on Monday morning, she will 
allow you to have these three books renewed, and I shall give you 
a second, longer, and much more difficult Comprehension Test 
based upon one or more of them next Saturday afternoon. I hope 
that you will not fail that, for if you do, I shall be compelled to 
cane you most severely. I have set you 20 questions, and I shall 
mark your answers on accuracy, content, and neatness, giving up 
to 5 marks for each element.The pass mark will be a minimum of 
80 for each element, and an average of 85 over all three elements. 
Do you understand, Luella?” 

“Yes, Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby,” I replied, curtseying as I 
spoke. 

“Good,” she said. “Now you will remember that in the 
Disciplinary Manual which regulated punishments at school, 
alternative formats were given for use in these Tests. On this occa¬ 
sion, I shall require you to use the longest of these. You will please 
take down the formulation.” 

I sat down at the desk which stood ready facing the wall, so that 
my back was to the window, and picked up my pen. 

“Chelcombedean Abbey High School for Girls. Pre- 
Preparatory Department. A First English Reader, Book One. 
Selina Goes To School. Comprehension Test. Question number one. 
With whom did Selina go to school on her first day? Answer 
number one.” 
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“Now, Luella, you might think it sufficient to answer ‘Her sis¬ 
ter Nancy.’This might earn you five marks for accuracy, but none 
for content. Should you answer ‘Selina went to school with her 
sister Nancy’, that too would be accurate and might earn you 
three or even, if I were feeling generous, four marks for content. 
For a perfect mark, I shall be looking for an answer which says, at 
the very least, ‘On her first day at school, Selina was accompanied 
whilst walking there through the village by her older sister Nancy.’ 
And remember, all numbers are to be written out in full, in words, 
as indeed is the word ‘number’ itself, and the whole formulation 
which I have dictated you will repeat, in your fairest hand, for 
each and every one of the twenty questions which I will now give 
you.” 

I looked quickly down the long list of questions which Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby had written down for me. At first I 
thought that they were going to be easy, but then I began to 
realise that the later ones contained hidden traps designed to elic¬ 
it an inaccurate answer, however many marks I might get for neat¬ 
ness. Nonetheless, I had to make the best of it, and began the 
tedious task of writing out, over and over again, the long formu¬ 
lation which Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby had insisted upon, 
and trying to ensure that my answers were not only accurate and 
neatly written, but also as verbose as I could manage. 

The whole Test took me rather nearly two hours, but finally I 
was able to tell Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby that I had finished. 

“Then you may go and stand in the corner while I mark your 
work,” she ordered coldly. 

After perhaps half an hour, while I grew more and more appre¬ 
hensive, she called me to stand in front of her chair. 

“I must congratulate you, Luella, on the results of your Test. You 
have gained 83 marks for accuracy; 86 marks for content; and 85 
marks for neatness.” I smiled slightly, and heaved a sigh of relief. 
She looked at me sternly, and I quickly resumed the attitude of 
respectful deference before a Mistress, which I had learnt at 
school. “Unfortunately,” she went on, “those marks total 254, 
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whereas the overall average of 85 which I required meant that 
your total should have been 255.The deficiency may be only one 
mark, but you have still failed.You will therefore take these books 
back to the Library on Monday morning, ask Miss Prism if you 
may have them renewed for a further week, and then repeat the 
week’s study of them which you have just completed. 
Alternatively, since the deficiency is so small and I am feeling 
kind, you may choose to write a further two hundred Lines to 
remind you of the need to concentrate both when you are read¬ 
ing and when you are sitting your examination. Then you will be 
able to progress to three different books next week. Which is it to 
be?” 

I could not face another week of those three dreadfully boring 
books, so I chose to write the Lines which, I thought, I could eas¬ 
ily complete over the coming weekend. 

“You will not start your Lines until you have received the new 
books from Miss Prism,” she went on. “And I shall expect you to 
deliver them to me on Tuesday evening, when you bring me the 
first of your new books. If I find that your writing is untidy, then 
I shall double the number of Lines, and I shall expect those to be 
completed by Thursday lunch time.” 

And so began week after week, through the long hot summer, 
of reading childish books, hours of isolation locked up alone, 
repeated Tests and extra Lines and other punishments. Miss 
Mablethorpe-Willoughby seemed to delight in failing me by no 
more than one or two marks each time, so that after six weeks I 
was still being restricted to books in the four to six age range. 
Eventually I was allowed to move on to the older age groups, but 
then I had only two books each week and much harder Tests to 
take on them. And all this time I was still wearing my school uni¬ 
form. 

My only relief from it came on the evenings when my moth¬ 
er’s bridge circle met. On these occasions, I was put into an apri¬ 
cot satin party frock and taken downstairs to meet her guests, 
curtsy to them, and recite a nursery rhyme or two while standing 
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on a chair; then I was made to spend the rest of the evening stand¬ 
ing in the corner of the room. 

As the year passed and the season of autumn began, my moth¬ 
er sent for me one day. 

“Luella, you have, so Miss Prism and Miss Mable- 
thorpe-Willoughby tell me, finally satisfied them that you have 
learnt the habits of punctuality, neatness and concentration which 
they set out to instil into you. However, since you left school you 
have been living at home without contributing a penny piece to 
our household expenses. This cannot go on. Miss Mable- 
thorpe-Willoughby has kindly agreed to accept you as a junior 
house/parlourmaid under training; and Miss Isobel will accompa¬ 
ny you to live in her house to instruct you in your duties. She will 
be given unrestricted powers of punishment, so it will behove you 
to learn how to carry out your duties in a manner satisfactory 
both to her and to Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby. Now you will 
go with Miss Isobel to town to buy your new uniform. Then you 
will write a letter to Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby, thanking her 
for accepting you as a trainee maid, and asking her to punish you 
most severely for any shortcomings in your performance, dress or 
attitude.” 

Although Isobel had charge of the money which would be used 
to buy my new uniforms, I, to my embarrassment, had to ask the 
salesgirls for what I wanted. In the end I obtained uniforms in 
several styles, ranging from that suitable for a soubrette to a typi¬ 
cal Victorian parlourmaid, all starch and frills. I could not help 
wondering whether, in a few weeks’ time, I might not after all 
begin to regret giving up my school uniform. 

On reporting at Miss Mablethorpe-Willoughby s house, I began 
another chapter in my life. One day, if I am permitted to do so, I 
may be able to tell you, my readers, more about it. 
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by Regina Snow 

This story is set in the world depicted in the authoress’s 
book The District Governess— an all-female world 
where the two sexes are Blonde and Brunette. 

B efore my marriage I had never lived in close proximity to 
a blonde. My blonde mother died when I was very young 
and I had no blonde sisters. I was educated at Selastine, and 
then at a brunette college at Milchford. 

To tell the truth, I hadn’t much time for blondes. I enjoyed 
brunette company. I found brunettes every bit delicate enough for 
my tastes and did not want to be plunged into a maelstrom of tur¬ 
bulent emotions and ultra-fme perceptions. In fact, I was a little 
afraid of blondes. Brunettes are safe. From my earliest days of skip¬ 
ping and hopscotch in the school playground I had associated with 
brunettes. Blondes with their play-acting games, their passionate 
declamations, their almost constant flow of tears and kisses, despair 
and elation, scorn and adoration were to be carefully avoided. 

Brunettes could be beautiful, refined, sweet and gentle without 
all the excesses of blondeness. I often fell in love with the blonder 
sort of brunette, and that was about as far as I could see a sane 
brunette going. 

Well, no doubt you have heard confirmed bachelettes talk like 
that often enough, and at the age of twenty-two that is exactly 
what I thought I was. If any one had told me on my twenty-sec¬ 
ond birthday that I was to be married before my twenty-third— 
well, I should have taken it with such a large pinch of salt that I 
should still be thirsty today. 
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And then came Lucinda. I came out of a shop and it was pour¬ 
ing with rain. Great drops like marbles hitting the ground and 
splashing six inches into the air, and so fast that you could scarce¬ 
ly see the ground for the white haze of rebounding water. Several 
people were under the awning waiting to see if it would ease up, 
and she was among them in a light summer frock with the most 
ridiculously blonde contraption of a hat on her head (it had been 
a sudden downpour out of a clear sky, and no one was dressed for 
it). Oh, but she had the most glorious white-gold hair licking 
round her face in darling little curls, and eyes so blue and shining 
that I felt the secret of the universe lay in them. Her smile was so 
engaging, so shy, so trusting, so little-girlish. She looked at me, 
because I was staring at her. Positively staring. She must have 
thought me either dreadfully rude or completely stupid, but she 
just smiled back and said: 

“I can’t wait any longer. I’m afraid I shall have to make a dash 
for it. Bing goes my dear little hat.” 

You know, that was just the sort of hat I should have laughed to 
scorn the day before. And now the thought of that hat being 
soaked seemed to me the most ghastly idea imaginable. It pricked 
me to the heart just to think of it. 

“No, wait,” I said. “I’ve my umbrella here. Let me help you.” 

“You are very kind,” she said, fluttering her long eyelashes. 
“Could you possibly hail me a taxi-cab?” 

I did so, and then sheltered her with my umbrella as she got in. 
She accepted my homage like a Princess—she was politely grate¬ 
ful, but took it as a matter of course. From the way the brunette 
driving the cab leapt out into the rain to help me help her, I sup¬ 
posed it was a matter of course. People fell over themselves to 
serve her wherever she went. 

In all the fluff and fluster, as my old housemistress used to put it, 
there was no chance to say anything to her. I watched her drive out 
of my life with no idea who she was or where she was going. And 
suddenly my heart rebelled. I could not allow it. I hailed another 
taxi and said, for the first and probably the last time in my life: 
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“Follow that cab.” 

We followed her to the Charmian Flotel where a doormaid 
ushered her in with a huge umbrella. I managed to intercept her, 
breathless and dripping, in the foyer. She looked at me in amaze¬ 
ment. 

“Hello,” I said. 

“How can I serve you?” she asked, rather coldly. 

“I just had to see you again,” I replied. “Perhaps we could have 
lunch.” 

“I am afraid I never cultivate shop-doorway acquaintances,” she 
said. It could have been terribly cutting, but it was not, she said it 
with a twinkle in her voice, and a lovely warmth behind it, but 
with unmistakable finality. 

“I am sorry,” I said. 

“No, do not be sorry,” she said, “I should hate to think of you 
sorry. Au revoir ” 

I went home to come to terms with the facts. I had fallen in 
love with a blonde. And not just an ordinary blonde, but the very 
blondest of blondes. A creature of whim and wilfulness, of ice and 
honey. On top of that she had given me the air in no uncertain 
terms. 

“Take it and breathe it,” said a friend at the club, “and be thank¬ 
ful.” 

But I was past that stage. Hope and fear, elation and misery 
surged through my breast like great waves crashing within me and 
shaking my soul like a paper tea-house in a wind. I began to know 
how a blonde must feel. “In love we are all blonde,” says Ulalua. I 
laughed at that when I translated it at school. How right she 
always is. 

So Lucinda came down to breakfast at the Charmian next 
morning and found me at one of those charming little tables sip¬ 
ping a glass of fruit juice. 

“Hello,” I said again. “Would you care to join me?” 

“Are you staying here?” she asked. 

“Yes,” I said. 


77 



The House of Correction 


“Oh, starry skies! I am so sorry! Do you know, I thought you 
followed me yesterday?” 

“Good heavens!” 

So we had breakfast together. 

“I hope it didn’t upset you when you thought I’d followed 
you,” I said over the last piece of toast. 

“Oh no, I rather liked the idea. Imagine some one following lit¬ 
tle me! I quite wished I hadn’t sent you away afterwards, but what 
could one do? Anyway, I see now that you aren’t the sort of girl 
that follows people.” 

“As a matter of fact, I did follow you.” 

“But you said you were staying here.” 

“So I am—staying to breakfast.” 

She didn’t believe me. Said I wasn’t the romantic sort who fol¬ 
lows a blonde about. I was obviously just an ordinary hotel guest. 
In the end we had to take evidence from the managerette in order 
to dis-establish my bonafides. 

We were married six months later. 

I was not at all wrong about Lucinda being the very blondest 
of blondes. She was full of fancies and fairies and curious notions. 
She insisted that we had separate bedrooms and that I should be 
invited to hers only at her own whim. This, of course is quite tra¬ 
ditional, though considered a bit passe by many people in the 
West. Of course, it goes hand in hand with the notion that the 
blonde is the true ruler of the household—an idea I have always 
thought ridiculous, but really with Lucinda I could not think so. 
Happily I accepted her as my Princess. 

Like all civilised couples, we never saw one another naked, but 
I did have rather a bad habit of wandering about the house as I 
dressed. You see I had always lived on my own. I was moderately 
decent in my underclothes, but I sometimes wore a loose camisole 
which fell forward when I bent down, exposing my breasts. This 
shocked Lucinda terribly. 

“Supposing one of the servants saw you?” she asked. 

“They never do.” 
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“Well I have seen you, sweetie-bunny.” 

“Do you mind, dear?” 

“Don’t be so horridly vulgar. You know you dissipate your 
magic by exposing yourself.” 

“Well, 1 wouldn’t call it exposing myself exactly.” 

“What would you call it?” 

“Oh, I don’t know-” 

“Well I forbid it.Yes, I absolutely forbid it, really I do.” 

She sounded so blonde when she said that, it was really rather 
amusing. 

"Very well, dear,” I said. 

“Now, don’t just say very well dear as if it did not matter. You 
never see my—my mother-parts, now do you.” 

"No, my love.” 

"But you shall if you disobey me. I shall uncover myself to give 
you the nourishment of the whip. That is my duty, I feel.” 

It was delightful to hear her talking so portentously in her lyri¬ 
cal blonde voice. She touched her breast, very delicately to remind 
me of the old lore that nourishment flows from a girl’s nipples in 
the form of chastisement, For the straight ray of the cane, or the 
streaming rays of whip or birch are like the beams of the Sun 
Herself. I had almost forgotten that, but I recalled a mistress at my 
private school who always touched the rod to her breasts before 
giving a caning. But she was a brunette, of course. The idea of a 
whipping from a blonde seemed rather charming, if faintly silly. 

I did not want to offend Lucinda, so I was more careful about 
my dressing for quite a time. I still wandered a bit, but discreetly. 
Then the whole thing passed from my mind, and one morning 
she came into one of the spare bedrooms to find me putting on 
my stockings. My camisole fallen forward and what my sweet wife 
calls my mother-parts laid bare. Lucinda was in her kimono. I tried 
to stand up and cover myself, but she said: 

“Stay there,” she commanded in her firmest little voice. “Do not 
move at all. I am going to punish you.” 

So I froze where I was with one foot on a chair, my stocking 
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midway up my leg. Lucinda was gone for a little time, but it never 
occurred to me to disobey her. I thought of what she said she 
would do, and found my own nipples becoming quite hard and 
firm. When she returned she threw off her kimono. She was wear¬ 
ing only a diaphanous transparent nightie, and her breasts were 
quite bare. Her nipples like mine were standing very firm. I only 
caught a glimpse of her, but I saw she had with her some sort of 
martinet. She moved with slow, flowing motions, like a dancer, 
and her voice seemed dreamy. I knew that she was in that trance¬ 
like ritual state that some blondes enter on magical occasions. 

“Lie face down on the bed, she said, without turning to look at 
me. 

I felt ashamed of the fleeting glance I had already stolen, but it 
was only fleeting. 

“My dear, sweet darling,” she said, “I am going to chasten you. 
Try to bear it bravely for my sake.” 

I smiled a little, for I knew that my wife was physically weak 
even by blonde standards. I did not think 1 should have much 
trouble “bearing” her chastisement. 

I heard a surprisingly deep-toned whishing sound and some¬ 
thing fell across the backs of my legs—something heavy and 
almost liquid in quality; something which seemed to press me 
down into the deep springs of the bed and which hurt in a man¬ 
ner I can hardly describe. I closed my eyes and drew a sharp 
breath. I realised that this would be difficult to bear. Again the 
sound whished deep and deliberate. Again the heavy shock caught 
me and enwrapped me in a wave of pain. I began to guess what 
the implement was—a very heavy martinet, sometimes called a 
blonde-whip, because its weight makes up for the physical weak¬ 
ness of a blonde wielding it. It is sometimes used in schools where 
blonde mistresses have charge of older brunettes, and sometimes 
by blonde Assistant City Governesses, of whom there are a few 
apparently. Where Lucinda had obtained the thing I cannot imag¬ 
ine, although I suppose there are shops where you can buy them. 
She had obviously considered this matter well in advance and 
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meant to do it properly. The blonde-whip whished again and my 
thoughts were drowned in the liquid weight of it. I moaned a lit¬ 
tle into the pillow. I could not help myself. 

“Bear it for my sake, my lovely,” said Lucinda. Her voice sound¬ 
ed dreamy and far away, as if she were in a trance-state, and as if I 
were also. She was deeply flushed along the sides of her long, 
beautiful neck and into her round cheeks. I did not look at her, 
but I knew, because as well as its trance-like quality, her voice had 
also that in it which always accompanies that passionate colour¬ 
ing. 

The blonde-whip fell again and again, and although the pain 
did not become less, I somehow felt myself at one with it. I know 
that I cried, but my crying was one also with the magical chas¬ 
tening. 

When she had finished she slipped on her kimono and enfold¬ 
ed me in her arms. She pinched my nipple through the cloth of 
my camisole so hard that it made me gasp, and then she kissed me. 

They are so mysterious, these blondest of blondes, so full of 
ancient sensibilities and curious things that well up in them like 
warm springs from some deep, hidden place, so weak and yet so 
very strong, so childlike and yet so profound. They are never 
‘friends’ in the way that brunettes are. You know them a hundred 
times more intimately than you can know a brunette, and yet you 
never fully know them at all. 

We kissed that day as we had never kissed before, and I, who 
had always been her slave, submitted myself to with an absolute¬ 
ness which only she and I could understand. And as at our first 
meeting, she accepted my submission with the sweetest gratitude, 
yet accepted it as a things to which she had never had the slight¬ 
est doubt of her absolute entitlement. 


81 


ESTELLE’S DESTINY 


by Georgina James 

CHAPTER i 

M rs. Summers reached out to the silver salver the footman 
held before her and took from it the letter that had just 
arrived. To her husband, deep in his reading from the old 
testament which he perused daily at the breakfast table, her move¬ 
ments went unobserved; but by her children, Veronica, aged thir¬ 
teen, Maureen, fourteen and a half, and Estelle, recently sixteen, 
every movement was carefully scrutinised. Miss Marchant, their 
governess, gestured to them to not to stare. There was a distinct 
family resemblance between them. All three had fair wavy hair 
worn, as was the fashion for the young, long down the back, wide¬ 
ly set blue eyes, although one of Estelle’s had in it, in certain lights, 
a tinge of green, and complexions that were of a “peaches and 
cream” variety. Their features were delicate and only those of 
Estelle had hardened into adulthood with full pouting soft lips, a 
retrousse nose and a high forehead. 

“My goodness!” Mrs. Marchant exclaimed, exciting even the 
attention of her husband, “My cousin Lucy and her family have 
arrived back in Liverpool from Carolina and would like to spend 
a few days with us to break their journey to Canterbury. They 
hope to be here by midday Saturday, Why, that’s tomorrow. 
Saunders, please tell cook there will be five more to lunch tomor¬ 
row and have the blue room aired. The boys can sleep in the old 
nursery suite and Mary can share with Estelle.You’d like that dear, 
wouldn’t you?” 

Estelle, who had not seen her cousin Mary for four years or 
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more since they emigrated to the New World, did not feel wildly 
excited at the prospect. As far as she could remember, Mary and 
she had found little in common even at the tender age of ten. 
Veronica suddenly started with an exclamation, then put a hand 
in front of her mouth and stifled whatsoever it was she had been 
about to say. 

“What is it, dear?" her mother enquired. 

"Nothing, mother.” 

“It cannot be nothing, Veronica,” Miss Marchant interposed. “I 
have told you repeatedly about talking before you have contem¬ 
plated sufficiently on the matter and yet you persist in thoughtless 
observations." At this juncture Mr. Summers was sufficiently 
aroused from his studies to inteiject an opinion. 

“Since you have aroused all our curiosity as to the nature of 
your observation, whether it is of any moment or not, might we 
have the benefit of it?” 

The command was sufficient for Veronica to be forthcoming. 

“It is just that Miss Marchant said she was going to whip Estelle 
tomorrow afternoon and I thought that . . . . ” Her voice trailed 
off" as the impudence of her thoughts penetrated her own con¬ 
sciousness. 

“And you presumed, no doubt, that in the light of this recent 
communication Miss Marchant might be persuaded to bring for¬ 
ward the chastisement, eh!” 

Veronica nodded miserably. 

“Whilst your interest in your sister’s welfare is commendable I 
see no good reason whatsoever for Miss Marchant to alter her 
arrangements for Estelle s good. She must have had cogent reasons 
for her decision and I for one would not want to interfere with 
her authority.” 

t Miss Marchant, tall and sleek, with black hair dressed back 
i severely into a bun, and now looking all of her thirty and two 
- years, smiled appreciatively at his support. Her features were finely 
chiselled and reflected in every way determination and discipline, 
u Estelle, who had not forgotten, as indeed she was not expected 
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to forget, her impending whipping, had blanched at the thought 
of Miss Marchant taking the strap to her with guests in the house. 
It was one of Miss Marchant’s habits to delay a punishment, say¬ 
ing, “You have acted in haste, but the punishment will always 
come in life at leisure, as I shall teach you.” Miss Marchant was 
unbending when it came to the routine of discipline. To appeal 
was a waste of time and effort and more often than not brought 
its own retribution for lack of suitable submission. 

Estelle gave Veronica a quick smile of thanks for her efforts, 
appreciating that she had risked a punishment herself for the 
attempt. 

The visitors arrived the following day in excellent time to be 
shown their accommodation and prepare themselves for luncheon 
which was a meal of constant chatter and exchange of informa¬ 
tion after such a long sojourn away. Mary had quite changed. 
Although Estelle s contemporary almost to the day she acted with 
the aplomb of a girl in her twenties with a self assurance that 
Estelle found overwhelming. 

At last, Mrs Summers asked Mary how she found her old friend 
Estelle, and when the reply came that she was grown mightily and 
into a very pretty person but seemed almost too quiet, Mrs 
Summers essayed a small smile and said “That might be merely 
because Miss Marchant proposed to thrash her later in the after¬ 
noon, and the effect could be subduing her normally ebullient 
spirit.” 

At that information a great deal more interest than had hereto¬ 
fore been taken in the stern governess was evinced, as to date she 
had participated but little in the intimate family conversation. As 
if Estelle had not been present Mary plied her with questions. 

“What do you use?” asked Mary. 

“To inflict discipline?” Miss Marchant asked. 

Mary nodded, her mouth full. 

“A strap usually,” Miss Marchant smiled. 

“I used to use a strap as well, on my house slave,” Mary said. “It 
really made her jump about. It was cut from buffalo hide. Mother 
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gave it to me for my fifteenth birthday, and I gave it to Lulu for 
her fourteenth.” Their whole family laughed at what was obvi¬ 
ously an old intimate joke. Mary regarded Estelle with a long cool 
look containing everything that divided a culprit from a discipli¬ 
narian, and at once placed on record a new relationship. Estelle 
could not hold the gaze, the colour flowed crimson into her 
cheeks and she sought refuge in her platter. Miss Marchant who 
noted everything thought with approval how she would have the 
girls other cheeks just as red within an hour or two. 

“Perhaps as this is a special occasion,” ventured cousin Lucy, 
“Miss Marchant might be persuaded to forgo the whipping, I am 
sure Estelle is very sorry.” In that she spoke only the truth. Estelle 
wanted only to slide off her chair and disappear under the table. 
She had never before felt so humiliated. 

Miss Marchant’s thin bps thinned imperceptibly further, and 
two small furrows appeared in her brow at the suggestion. Mrs 
Summers paled significantly. It had taken months of negotiation 
to obtain Miss Marchant’s services when she had left the employ¬ 
ment of the Duchess of G-, and then only on terms that 

included no interference with her methods and a salary that was 
ridiculous. It was true she was still a servant, but one on whom 
Mrs Summers relied totally. She also derived much social advan¬ 
tage by having obtained such a prize. It had even been rumoured 
that Miss Marchant had been in line for employment by the dear 
Queen herself, although she never herself either stated or denied 
the fact. It was Cousin Lucy’s husband, Mr. Greystoke, who saved 
the day by quietly pointing out that the best interests of justice 
could hardly be served by relating a misdemeanour that occurred 
prior to their arrival to that particular event. If Estelle deserved to 
be flogged, (and it was a word upon which he placed much 
emphasis), then the circumstances could hardly have been altered 
by their arrival. In his experience, the slaves never benefited from 
leniency, they just took advantage of what they saw as weakness. 
He was gratified to see Miss Marchant’s nod of approval and a 
smile flicker across her lips. 
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Mr Summers set the final seal of approval on the decision by 
quoting “Spare the rod . . .” The general consensus of opinion 
seemed to be much in favour of the punishment standing and 
Estelle being beaten and she was apparently in a minority of one 
in wishing the opposite. From the specific, the conversation 
turned to the general, and flowed via the discipline of slaves onto 
the subject of the probability of civil war. Mr. Greystoke and his 
wife, cousin Lucy, were convinced it would occur, which was why 
they were back in England again. Their children were more san¬ 
guine about the matter. Mary caused an outbreak of laughter 
when in mock despair she raised her eyes to the ceiling and said 
how much trouble she would have to devote into flogging sense 
back into Lulu’s stupid black hide. The sooner they were back the 
better. 

After lunch the men took guns to the dells after rabbits and 
Estelle accompanied Mary to the bedroom to unpack, because 
already a stay of a day or two, after such a convivial luncheon, was 
to be extended into at least a week. 

Estelle listened patiently as Mary chattered on about living on 
the plantation. It sounded so different from her own confined life 
that it seemed unreal. She watched as her cousin bounded about 
the room full of vitality, and wondered. At last, unable to contain 
herself she was compelled to ask, “Mary, did you really have a slave 
of your own or was it all a joke at lunch?” 

Mary looked at her curiously for a moment and then replied. 
“Of course it’s true. Everyone has a house slave out there.” 

“And did you really—I mean—?” 

“Did I beat her?” Estelle nodded. “I used to flog that great black 
bottom of hers until the shine went quite out of it.” There was 
excitement in her voice as she spoke that could not fail to com¬ 
municate itself to Estelle. “Sometimes several of us would save up 
the punishments for a few days then get together and have a 
whipping party. It was enormous fun. We made them beat each 
other, and if we felt lazy we brought in one of the house overseers 
to whip for us.” 
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“Fun!” said Estelle with a shudder,“Oh Mary! how could you?” 
She was seeing in a new light the girl with whom only a short 
four years ago she had played dolls’ tea parties and would secretly, 
even now, have delighted in a similar game. Through the open 
window the stable clock chimed the three quarters. “Goodness! 
it’s already a quarter to four, I must change.” 

“Change for what, are we going anywhere?” 

“Only me,” Estelle said sadly,“Miss Marchant makes me change 
because she says if I can dress up for a party then I should do the 
same to be punished because a punishment is more important.” 

“What a splendid idea,” breathed Mary quietly as Estelle busied 
herself laying out on the bed a clean pair of simple linen drawers 
and a short dress with a tight waist. With a heavy sigh Estelle 
undressed to her under linen. She took her hair up into a wide 
ribbon with a bow as would have a ten year old. Estelle then 
exchanged her full length stockings which had reached well up 
her thighs for the more juvenile below knee style. That, accompa¬ 
nied by the simple short dress that gave grace to the flesh three for 
four inches above the knees, made Mary sit back and give a low 
whistle. 

“Gracious, you look good enough to eat.” She was beginning 
to have a great deal of respect for this Miss Marchant. Well built 
though she was Estelle looked no more than fourteen, and with 
her big sad eyes and woeful expression, bare arms and dimpled 
knees Mary unhesitatingly burst into “I could whip you myself 
right here and now.” 

“Mary!” Estelle cried out in shock. 

“Well, just look at yourself in the mirror, darling. You are just 
begging for it. Anyway, why are you going to be beaten?” 

“Insolence and answering back.” 

“Two very good reasons.You must look absolutely sweet when 
you ask forgiveness and beg for it. I suppose you do.” 

Estelle glumly acknowledged the fact. How did Mary know so 
well the things that ate deep into a girl’s soul and stripped her of 
all self respect. A beating was bad enough in itself but it was the 
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ritual that Miss Marchant surrounded it with that humiliated so 
deeply. 

“I must go,” she said in a rush. “It would not do to keep Miss 
Marchant waiting.” 

“No, it would not indeed,” mocked her cousin, leisurely fol¬ 
lowing Estelle into the room that she had known as the nursery, 
now equipped as a schoolroom. When she arrived Estelle was busy 
pulling into the centre of the room a large worn leather pouffe 
that had been in the family for at least two generations. Standing 
twelve inches high, and four feet or a little more square it showed 
its antiquity in stains, tears and scratches. Mary recalled how to 
Estelle and herself it had represented in their games many 
different things. A raft, as shipwrecked sailors, a home for the dolls, 
and many other things suggested by their childish fancy. 
Apparently even now it was to have its uses. Estelle looked aghast 
at Mary’s entrance but before she could expostulate Miss 
Marchant also entered. 

“Are you prepared, Estelle?” 

“Yes, Miss Marchant.” 

“Both in body and mind?” 

“Yes, Miss Marchant.” 

“Then go and tell your sisters that they are to attend.” 

As Estelle quietly closed the door behind her, Mary and Miss 
Marchant exchanged glances. Miss Marchant liked the cool adult 
youngster who displayed quite openly so much that she recog¬ 
nised in herself. 

“Might I stay as well, Miss Marchant?” she asked. “I should so 
like to see if your discipline accords with that which I have had 
occasion to administer.” 

Miss Marchant smiled. “I do not suppose for one minute that 
Estelle will take kindly to the idea which is of course every rea¬ 
son for agreeing to your request.Yes, you may stay and see her well 
thrashed.” 

It took but a further moment before Estelle returned with her 
sisters who looked as unhappy with the intended procedure as she 
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did. Estelle registered surprise at seeing Mary still present, but Miss 
Marchant said nothing to put her out of her misery and merely 
beckoned the two younger ones to come and stand behind her. 

“You may fetch the strap now, Estelle. It is in the usual place in 
my room." Like a well trained servant Estelle left and entered 
again, the door opening and closing without a sound. The strap 
she carried in her right hand was dark with age and usage. Miss 
Marchant had never said how she had come by it, and the handle, 
thick and round, cut from solid leather, terminated in two, one 
and a quarter inch parallel tails, designed to obtain the maximum 
response from a girl’s tender bottom flesh. 

“Might I see that to compare it with mine? asked Mary, as 
Estelle stood just inside the doorway awaiting her fate. 

“By all means,” said Miss Marchant. 

“Bring the strap here to me, Estelle,” Mary said very quietly, but 
in a confident tone of voice which implied that any deviation 
from the order was beyond comprehension; and without hesita¬ 
tion Estelle found herself complying, even to behaving as if it 
were Miss Marchant to whom it was being offered. She took the 
strap up in both palms and presented it with a small curtsy before 
even realising that this was her cousin and her junior even if only 
by two days. Mary tested it across her own palm. 

“Not quite as heavy as my buffalo one,” she pronounced. “I 
have it with me in the heavy trunks and when it is unpacked per¬ 
haps you would like to compare or even try it.” 

Miss Marchant smiled but said nothing, and turning to Estelle 
stated evenly, “I am ready now.” It would have been the work of a 
second for Mary to hand the strap across to the disciplinarian, but 
with due ceremony it was given back to Estelle, who ever aware 
that she was under the baleful gaze of her governess essayed 
another curtsy, this time of thanks, and brought the terrible instru¬ 
ment to Miss Marchant’s hand. 

“What do you say?” 

In a s mall voice, painfully aware of Mary’s presence, Estelle 
apologised for her misbehaviour and humbly begged to be sound- 
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ly whipped for her offence, which delightful little piece of cere¬ 
mony being disposed of she was sent to fetch the ‘support’, which 
turned out to be a further leather block, but this time made in the 
stables to Miss Marchant’s design, and altogether newer. Merely 
eighteen inches across and a few high it had a curved top. Placed 
by the culprit centrally on the heavy leather centre piece its use 
became obvious. 

Estelle glanced briefly behind at her disciplinarian hoping 
against hope that even at this late stage the penalty might be mit¬ 
igated, but in the stern unyielding gaze that came back she found 
nothing to raise her spirits, indeed the frown that deepened on the 
broad forehead under the swept back jet black hair led her to 
panic into thinking that she had omitted some vital act. 

The strap was being slapped warningly across Miss Marchant’s 
palm, “We are waiting, Estelle.” Unable to conceal her body’s 
trembling Estelle knelt on the old familiar leather, then, with her 
feet just protruding over the edge, bent forward across the leather 
hump so that her head rested on the edge on the far side and her 
hands could grasp the carrying corner straps which were set into 
the hummock’s corners. Mary at once appreciated the reason for 
the short dress. It had ridden up until Estelle was appreciably bare 
from below the backs of her knees to well above the mid thigh, 
and the ribbons around the legs of her drawers were now peep¬ 
ing sweetly out below the hems. 

“Skirts,” came the brisk command and the quivering hands 
reached back to scrabble and lift what little cover she had up to 
her waist. Miss Marchant was in no particular hurry to disturb the 
tranquillity of the little tableau that the girl made. Tightened by 
the posture, her drawers outlined to perfection the curves of the 
bottom so soon now to feel the sting of the strap. There was all 
the time in the world. Mary enjoyed the splendid presentation. 
Estelle would escape nothing. 

“Are you not ashamed of yourself, a great girl like you about to 
be whipped like an infant?” 

“Yes, oh yes. Miss Marchant.” If only she could know just how 
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deep Estelle’s shame was she would surely have had mercy, but the 
voice went inexorably on.“I shall thrash your bare bottom in front 
of your sisters and cousin and I hope that they also derive some 
benefit from it. I think three dozen should suit the case.” 

Estelle gulped at the severity of her sentence and grasped more 
hrmly onto the handles. Miss Marchant stepped forward. If the 
truth were to be known, (and it certainly was not) this was the 
moment, above all, that gave her sublime satisfaction.The moment 
when the culprit lay ready and emotionally helpless, full of shame 
and dread anticipation. For Estelle it was the moment of truth. 
Time for all thoughts of shame and humiliation to be swept from 
her mind by an overwhelming demand to concentrate all her 
attentions upon her expectant bottom, to absorb stroke after 
stroke, pain ascending upon pain, and yet never move from her 
position for fear of further punishment. She knew only too well 
that Miss Marchant was not of the school which thought that a 
girl’s flogging should commence relatively lightly and progress 
remorselessly into a crescendo of severity. Miss Marchant firmly 
believed that every stroke should carry the culprit forward into 
the realms of utter disbelief, and with this firmly in mind she ini¬ 
tiated the first contact. 

With a resounding splat the hard leather bit into Estelle’s soft 
creamy bottom causing a momentary indentation before bounc¬ 
ing it out again. Estelle’s breath which had been held in prolonged 
agonised anticipation was expelled suddenly but silently, and her 
only movement was to kick one knee a little backwards, but with¬ 
in seconds she had regained her original position, bottom thrust¬ 
ing up to the onlookers, eager and demanding for the next stroke 
which was forthcoming as the pain from the first reached a peak 
in Estelle’s throbbing nakedness. 

Miss Marchant laid the two tails of the strap evenly over Estelle s 
bottom covering both delectable quivering lined cheeks with 
instant agony which reverting to bearable throbbing was, within 
all too short a time, again made unbearable. At the fifth stroke she 
jerked half erect with her hands pressing on the top of the curved 
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hump, her head thrown back so that her hair reached almost down 
to the whipping area, mouth open rasping her breath as she 
arched her back and sought to subdue her rebellious body, which 
would not accept as readily as her mind the painful impositions 
being made upon it. Miss Marchant did not happily accept inter¬ 
ruption to the infliction of domestic discipline, least of all from 
the culprit and her inability to take what Miss Marchant deemed 
was appropriate for her. 

“Go down this instant you wicked girl. I will not tolerate your 
airs and graces.” The briefest of respites having been obtained, 
Estelle once again offered up her bottom to the lash and with 
panting fortitude accepted the strokes until she had received a full 
dozen. 

It was Miss Marchant’s habit to pause between each dozen. Lest 
this lead to the misunderstanding that this was done in a spirit of 
compassion one must hasten to state that the reasons were more 
subtle. The first was to enable the culprit to recover herself a trifle 
so that she might be the more able to cope with the rest of her 
flogging and thus take more. The second was to give her time to 
think about the fact that she was merely one third of the way 
through and the worst was yet to come. 

Estelle, who well knew the routine, took the opportunity to 
adjust herself. She knew better than to take any liberties and 
straighten up or move out of position. Many floggings ago she had 
made that mistake and suffered a further dozen for what Miss 
Marchant quaintly termed, insolence under punishment. Her 
problem was that her breasts, within the past few months, had 
increased considerably, and they were being compressed by the 
weight of her body as she lay forward. To relieve the pressure she 
inched her hips forward, at the same time spreading her knees a 
trifle to assist in the maintenance of her balance. She was unaware 
that the effect was to bring into even further prominence the del¬ 
icate area where her thighs joined her body, and into which the 
strap had still to find its way. 

Miss Marchant went to the front of the whipping dais and lift— 
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ing Estelles head with one finger under the chin gave her once 
more that predatory stare. Through tears Miss Marchant appeared 
very distant, but her voice was penetratingly clear. 

“Beginning to feel it, Estelle?’’ 

“Yes, Miss Marchant.” Of course she was beginning to feel it. 
The question was stupid. The acute pain had now subsided to a 
hot throbbing that was still, (and would be for several hours), 
unpleasant. It would only be much later on that the recurrent 
awareness engendered in her bottom would be anything else. 

“Well, there is plenty more where that came from. No doubt 
you will remember this little interlude the next time you desire to 
be impudent.” 

“Yes, Miss Marchant.” That was all she ever recollected herself 
saying. In the background one of the girls stirred, and Estelle, 
reminded again of Mary’s presence, could not refrain from a 
momentary glance backwards and wished that she had not done 
so. Mary was seated comfortably, one leg crossed over the other, 
(something forbidden to Estelle and her sisters out of decorum), 
leaning forward with an amused half-smile on her face, and as 
their eyes met the ignominy of the situation penetrated deeply. If 
Mary had never gone to Carolina she would have been just as 
likely to have been flogged herself, but through a quirk of fate she 
was instead a disciplinarian. Someone who was perfectly capable 
of taking a whip to Estelle’s bottom like any grown-up. The fact 
bit deeper into Estelle than did Miss Marchant s strokes. 

Moving gracefully around the dais, Miss Marchant took up a 
stance on Estelle s other side and demonstrated her ambidexteri¬ 
ty. She started flogging again but with the other hand and the tails 
fell across the opposite cheek, curling around the bottom and in 
so doing force Estelle to squeeze together her cheeks the better to 
endure the whipping. The second dozen were much more unhur¬ 
ried, giving Estelle time to absorb each stroke and then anticipate 
the penance of the next. The equilibrium was disturbed now only 
by Estelle s wail of anguish with the application of each lash. A 
sound incidentally to which Miss Marchant paid scant attention. 
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She prided herself on being able to thrash a culprit to within a 
hairsbreadth of the girl’s ability to remain in position, and this was 
shown by Estelle’s restlessness; her contortions in order to remain 
static; her very obvious desire to move, and yet nevertheless lay 
herself over, again and again for the next stroke, only her quiet 
sobbing being unrestrained. 

Estelle could think only as far ahead as the next stroke, to dread 
its coming and yet, in a strange way, to welcome it as a step for¬ 
ward to the next rest. Beyond that she could not even begin to 
anticipate. Her palms were wet and sticky where she clung on to 
the handles and her breasts ached with the pressure upon them. 
As with all things the pause came. 

“You have a moment or two to consider your shame before I 
give you the final accounting,” Miss Marchant said blandly, as the 
sobbing died down. Estelle said nothing; her nose was running 
and with the tears, making the leather under her face wet. She felt 
what she was meant to feel, small, ashamed and well whipped. 

Miss Marchant turned to Veronica and Maureen. “I hope you 
are watching your sister’s correction very carefully and taking note 
so that you do not fall into the same error. There is a saying that 
it is a wise man who learns by others’ errors.You are fortunate to 
have that opportunity. I advise you to take it.” She turned her 
attention to Mary and addressed her as if she were a colleague. 
“Do you think that my strap is as effective as yours was?” The 
slight mocking smile suggested that the question was put rhetor¬ 
ically but Mary treated it with all seriousness. 

“It is difficult to be sure,” she mused with much concentration 
on the object of Miss Marchant s attentions. “Would you like to 
see my strap? It won’t take a moment.” She giggled. “I don’t sup¬ 
pose Estelle will mind waiting.” 

Miss Marchant was in complete agreement with the idea. Mary 
returned within a very short time bearing in her right hand a for¬ 
midable looking weapon of flagellation. Not quite as broad as Miss 
Marchant’s tawse it lacked the division into two tails, but was of 
greater thickness.The handle was wound with leather strips to give 
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a firm round grip. Mary handed it over to Miss Marchant with a 
sidelong glance at the culprit who was watching with concern. 

“It would be interesting to see the comparison between this 
strap and yours, but I think that this will hurt her a lot more.” 

The response was dramatic. Estelle, provoked into an abyss of 
shame by her cousin s intervention with such aplomb burst out 
with “Oh, Mary, you are a—a—beast!” Only to bite her tongue 
with regret as soon as the outburst terminated. The two sisters 
gasped. Mary merely smiled. Only Miss Marchant made no com¬ 
ment but unsmilingly took the new instrument and assessed its 
worth, then turning to the culprit, who was now crying again 
with expectation of further punishment, bade her stop snivelling. 

“It would be wholly appropriate,” she continued, “if I were to 
treat that remark as being yet another instance of your impudence 
and punish it accordingly, however I appreciate that you are under 
some provocation. But that does not exempt you from being 
shewn that you have once again been in the wrong.” 

She allowed the words to hang in the air. Something was com¬ 
ing and the dread of the unknown was worse than the knowledge 
that whatever it was there were still another twelve strokes to be 
given to her. Estelle clenched her bottom in miserable anticipa¬ 
tion. It could be nothing less than a repeat performance again 
tomorrow. Miss Marchant never flogged twice on the same day. 

“I intend to be lenient with you, Estelle. As it was your cousin 
whom you insulted, and as it is her strap, I shall merely ask her to 
give you the remainder of your punishment.” She held the strap 
out welcomingly to Mary who took it back with a broad grin of 
appreciation. 

Mary was a natural flagellant. Ever since having a slave she had 
wanted desperately to have an opportunity to strap a white girl 
and had even been into the markets to see if a lighter colour slave 
was available. Some of the quadroons were quite pale, but this was 
an exceptional circumstance. She had found her cousin attractive 
from the age of ten when she first began to think about spanking 
and had learnt much in the short time she had been a mistress. 
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Instinctively, she knew just how to make the maximum impact. 
She understood Miss Marchant completely and realised that a 
similar vein had been detected in herself. Well, she would show 
the old girl a thing or two. Estelle was growing restless at the delay. 
She did not have long to wait. 

“Get yourself more forward, I want your bottom right up on 
the hump. Forward more, Estelle, spread your knees around the 
sides of the cushion.” It was not satisfactory. Mary had Estelle up, 
and the top cushion moved back nearer to the edge and then 
Estelle, with a reluctance that was almost heartbreaking to watch, 
lay over again. 

This time, with knees astride the leather top, bottom perched 
impudent and appealing above, and her head and shoulders down 
onto the floor she presented a greater than ever surface to be 
thrashed. 

Mary went and stood at Estelle’s head, strap dangling so that the 
wretched girl could not fail to see it and realise the implications 
of the dark brown heavy leather. 

“Hold your hands up behind your back.”The act of compliance 
resulted in more of Estelle’s weight going forward, increasing the 
hollow of her back and throwing into even greater prominence 
the already well thrashed bottom. “If you unclasp your hands I 
shall ask Miss Marchant for permission to give you additional 
strokes. Do you understand, Estelle?” Such was the confidence in 
her voice that the culprit submissively said “Yes, Mary,” without a 
further thought. 

“What do you say then?” 

There was a long delay as Estelle struggled with herself until 
Miss Marchant said warningly, “Estelle”. 

“Please, Mary, beat me.” 

“I want it a lot more descriptive than that. Let us have some 
detail.” 

The pause was even longer but there was no intervention this 
time. At last the words came and the effort it took was shown by 
the submission in her voice. 
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“Please, Mary, will you whip me as I deserve with your strap for 
being rude?”Then with a sob she added, “I’m sorry.” 

“You will be.” 

Mary took the strap up, laid it for distance down the central 
crack of Estelle’s bottom then thrashed it down a little off centre 
the tail landing in the crease that joined bottom to thigh. The 
results were gratifying. Estelle yelped like a kicked puppy and 
writhed about like a fish out of water, but her position did not 
materially alter. Mary allowed her to settle before repeating the 
stroke on the other side. It took a long time for Estelle to absorb 
the full twelve. To her an eternity, to Mary an all too short delight¬ 
ful interlude. When it was at last over, Estelle lay still until Miss 
Marchant ordered her to stand up and to thank Mary for her trou¬ 
ble, the which she did, sweetly provocative, standing with her 
skirts around her waist, little hands furiously rubbing at her smart¬ 
ing bottom and tears running down her face. Mary took out her 
own handkerchief and wiped them away and kissed the pretty 
quivering lips better. 

As was customary, the family gathered for charades before 
Saturday tea and today was not to be an exception. Estelle was the 
last to enter the drawing room and her cheeks were hot with the 
knowledge that everyone was aware she had just had her bottom 
soundly thrashed. The game was played family against family and 
much amusement was caused when Estelle had to act out the say¬ 
ing “Spare the rod and spoil the child.” Poetic justice, and very 
prettily done was the general verdict. 


CHAPTER 2 

When Estelle awoke on Sunday morning, it was to find Mary 
propped up on one arm looking at her with a quizzical smile. 

“Are we friends again?”When there was no answer she contin¬ 
ued, “I had to beat you darling. I’ve wanted to ever since I can 
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remember and you have the sweetest looking little bottom that 
just asks for it.” 

Estelle never knew just what prompted her to roll over into 
Marys arms, where lying for a moment, she whispered, “It hurt 
dreadfully.” 

“I know, but it was tremendous fun.” 

“Mary, how could you. I really believe you enjoyed doing it.” 

“Of course I did, silly. Don’t you know your Miss Marchant 
probably loves to whip as much as I do.” 

It was a thought that had never occurred to Estelle, that anyone 
could seek pleasure from the formal infliction of scholastic disci¬ 
pline, but it would account for the numerous times she and her 
sisters were taken to task. 

“I want to see your marks, darling, go across my knee.” 

“Don’t be silly, Mary.” 

“I would if I were you. What would Miss Marchant do if I told 
her you were revengeful, spiteful and nasty to me? Estelle knew 
just what Miss Marchant would do, starting with sending her to 
fetch Father’s cane. With a sigh she slid across the softness of 
Mary’s lap and never moved as her nightdress was pulled up to 
reveal her knickered bottom. Mary patted and stroked it as though 
testing the resilience then started spanking, softly at first, then 
increasingly firmer until Estelle rolled a little from side to side and 
had to be held around the waist. 

“Why are you doing that?” Estelle asked. 

“In case you need it,” came the enigmatic reply. 

At last the spanking stopped and Mary’s hand started to stroke 
again, soothing away the reawakened tingling, dipping like a 
fluttering bird every so often into the area between Estelle’s legs 
which instinctively closed, only to separate again promptly on 
command. 

A knock on the door heralded the maid who came to lay their 
fire and carrying a large jug of hot water from the copper. The 
two girls pulled apart and lay quietly until she had gone. The 
moment was over. 
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However, they lay long together for Estelle, in a curious and 
dreamy state, had lost all consciousness of her normal duties. It was 
Mary who opened the door when it was assailed by furious 
knocking. Miss Marchant was without. 

“I have been looking everywhere for Estelle.” 

Miss Marchant, without being invited, entered and taking her 
charge by the arm shook her roughly. “You should be studying, 
instead of which I find you, without permission, idling in bed. I 
shall punish you very, very severely.” 

She looked around the room and her eye fell upon a very for¬ 
midable implement; one which had long fascinated Mary but 
which she had never yet dared to use even on her house slave. It 
lay on top of Mary’s trunk—a cane made up of three strands of 
plaited leather which thinned down from a comfortably thick 
handle to thin knotted strands at the ends. Almost out of control 
of her own actions Miss Marchant seized it and thrust Estelle 
down over a chair. 

Miss Marchant suspected Estelle had been, in her own words, 
up to something. There was something strange in her appearance 
and manner. What was more important, whatsoever it was, it had 
been with Mary and Miss Marchant was, in simple terms, jealous. 
What tipped the scales of her reason was an unconscious recogni¬ 
tion of the fragrance of Estelle’s femininity, that hung with subtle 
overtones in the room. 

Before any protest could be made Estelle’s nightdress was raised 
once more and the lash descended with Miss Marchant’s maxi¬ 
mum rigour, twice in succession, before Estelle broke away 
screaming with the cuts. 

“You . . you . .beast!” She exploded, rubbing at the agonising 
pain in her bottom, “You’re nothing but a cruel beast.” And so say¬ 
ing she fled to hide herself in the bedcovers as the enormity of her 
offence struck home. 

Embarrassed by both her own loss of temper, and by Estelle’s 
lack of discipline, Miss Marchant was justifiably concerned at the 
reaction her employers might have. She decided that it was time 
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she accepted the invitation Lady K—— had held out for some 
months to join their household and tutor the five daughters of the 
house. She thought her present employers to be of very little 
social consequence and Lady K-’s would be a far more pres¬ 

tigious post. 

The consternation aroused in Estelle’s parents by the various 
distorted presentations of the events led, after much deliberation, 
to a mutual agreement whereby Estelle went off with her cousin 
to Canterbury for a change of air whilst another governess was 
sought. 


CHAPTER 3 

The first few days at Canterbury were heady with freedom, and 
all memories were overshadowed by the simple fact that Estelle 
was full of strange feelings which felt like being in love. Mary had 
become a giant in her eyes and could do no wrong. Early in the 
second week they took lunch down to the brook and Mary dar¬ 
ingly opened a bottle of wine, insisting that Estelle take her share. 
It made her giggly, and when she tickled her to make more of her 
helplessness Estelle shrieked for mercy and then Mary insisted on 
a kiss as a forfeit before stopping. She giving it warmly and will¬ 
ingly. 

“What are you going to give me for my birthday then?” Mary 
asked her. 

“When is it?” 

“Tomorrow.” 

“How could you tease me so. You know I could not have any¬ 
thing ready for tomorrow and now I am deeply saddened because 
I would give you willingly anything within my powers and it is all 
to no avail. I have no time.’ 

“Anything?” Mary asked quizzically. 

“Anything,” she responded, arms around her neck and head 
nestling into her shoulder, and again in a soft whisper into her ear, 
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“Anything.” Then she giggled at the thought that her Father 
would have punished such a remark with remarkable severity. 

“There is something” Mary said slowly and thoughtfully. 

“Is it within my powers to give you by tomorrow?” 

“Very much so.” 

“Then it is yours, Mary, and you shall have it prettily wrapped. 
Tell me what it is.” 

"I want to use my leather whip on you.” 

The gamut that her emotions ran in the next few seconds 
would have been inevitably recorded on her astonished face, had 
it not been hidden from view. For this, at least, she was thankful. 

“On my bottom?” Although why she asked when she already 
knew the answer she never knew. Perhaps to gain time to recov¬ 
er her senses. 

“Where else?” 

Two thoughts took precedence in her mind. One was the 
strong sense of duty and honesty with which she had been 
brought up. For whatever reasons, she had foolishly made a 
promise, and if it was within her powers she had to fulfil it. The 
other consideration that intruded itself in a mischievous sort of 
way was a saying that Miss Marchant always used when advising 
them about presents. “Always give something that you either want 
or like yourself, then you can never go wrong ” How dreadfully 
incorrect that was this time. 

When at last she spoke, it was with a quiet determination com¬ 
pounded from the setting of so many conflicting thoughts. 

“When, Mary, and where?” 

She squeezed her gently and kissed her ear as she replied. 

“S hall we say my room after dinner, eight thirty? It will make a 
fitting end to an excellent day.” 

Estelle eased herself upright and brushed down her skirts. 
S milin g a little sadly, she said, “I had better go and find pretty 
wrapping for your present.” 

Estelle could never remember anything about the following day 
except that the time dragged interminably and that supper seemed 
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never to end. Mary so patently enjoyed the celebrations that 
Estelle was perforce unable to resist a little wine to which she was 
still unaccustomed and joined in the hilarity and gaiety, and only 
every so often contemplated the fate which awaited her, merely 
to dismiss the thought as irrelevant to the moment. 

Alone, in the safe confines of her bedroom, she wilted a little 
and was afraid. The leather-bound bamboo, designed for use on 
recalcitrant slaves, who were no doubt deserving of its lash, was to 
be laid in its severity across her own tender nates.The thought did 
not bear bringing to consciousness and the fact that the whole 
episode was to be of her own volition and making made it so 
much worse. She was tempted to renege on her promise, but the 
discipline of her upbringing made that impossible for her. Besides, 
she thought lovingly of Mary and the fantasy that she had evolved 
of her in her long dark dress, whip in hand sternly admonishing 
her, sent delicious shivers down her spine. She sponged herself 
carefully, the cold trickling water enhancing the sensations and 
localising them into places of great intimacy. 

Mary took an interminable time to settle her over the arm of 
the Chesterfield, with such pomp and ceremony that she must 
have kissed the rod with which she was to be flogged a dozen 
times or more before her penitence was accepted as sufficiently 
humble and genuine. To her surprise she began to feel as if she was 
deserving of what was to come and that Mary had every 
justification for her actions. She essayed one small jest as face 
down she awaited their pleasure. 

“Shall I unwrap your present for you, Mary?” 

“Thank you, but I can manage quite well by myself, and don’t 
be cheeky,” she admonished. The feel of Mary’s hands lifting her 
skirts, although bringing her nearer to the infliction of scholastic 
pain, served once again to bring into awareness the tingle of fear¬ 
ful expectation in her spine. 

Estelle did not know how many to expect and indeed when it 
was over never knew how many she had had. The first stroke was 
appalling and had her rolling over onto her side, but Mary 
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mocked her gently and chided her with her promise.The next was 
as terrible, and Mary laughed as she squealed, but as the pain 
diminished there arose deep within her an intensification of the 
feelings she had experienced in the bedroom and she eagerly 
anticipated the next stroke which made her cry out as Mary 
laughed again. The knowledge that this was what Mary wanted, 
Estelle, bent, vulnerable, desperate to control herself, something to 
be flogged at will for her own pleasure, made the embers of sen¬ 
sation blaze into white hot flames that devoured her. 

As Mary’s hand tested the softness of her flesh for further pun¬ 
ishment Estelle saw, as clear as if a picture had been painted, her 
own future. A future in which she would ever be subjected to the 
will of others and whipped accordingly. The sensations became 
violent beyond belief. She thrust up her bottom for the whip. It 
was what she wanted. To please Mary by undergoing her beating. 
Miss Marchant was right after all. She was giving a present she 
herself wanted. In the background she heard Mary laughing her 
way through Estelle s pain. Estelle was a thing apart. Pain and plea¬ 
sure, humiliation and jubilation, submission and willing subjec¬ 
tion, coursed through her and centred deep down in her pelvis. 

She sobbed, but with whether with agony or pleasure she knew 
not. Estelle had found her destiny. 
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M iss Laupfer’s heart almost stopped when she heard the 
music; she had to lean against a wall. Chopin always did 
this to her, especially this particular nocturne: opus 37 
no. 2 in G major.The 37-2. She knew it by heart.The lovely, ele¬ 
gant Miss Fulton, her teacher at prep, school would play it in the 
music room during lunch hour. 

Where was it coming from? And on a day, too, when she had 
finally taken the plunge and decided to purchase a new piano in 
an unfamiliar part of town. She liked shops in unfamiliar parts of 
town, preferring them infinitely to high street shops which, 
understandably, were constantly overrun by busy shoppers. In out- 
of-the-way shops one could browse for ages without the propri¬ 
etor pestering one; they were so much more leisurely, so much 
more redolent of quieter, more self-assured times. She had seen 
the piano shop on the corner of a residential street and immedi¬ 
ately a deep longing from her earlier years had arisen within her. 
She must learn to play the piano. 

And now that nocturne again. Perhaps, since she was loo kin g 
for a piano teacher, she should have been pleased. But that piece 
of music took her back so far—so, so far. It brought back every¬ 
thing that had happened. 

Already the tears were forming, but she would not be overcome 
by them. Seized with the strange idea that someone was m akin g 
fun of her, she determined to track the music to its source. It was 
not difficult. The piano music was coming from a corner house 
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with large gardens at the front and side. There was a brass plaque 
by the front door which read: 

Marion Crazier 
B.A., L.R.A.M. 

Teacher of Pianoforte 
and Music Theory 

She raised her hand to ring the bell, then stopped. It would be 
a shame to interrupt the music. She stood alone in the porch until 
the last wistful chords died away. Then she rang the bell and with 
a little sniff dabbed her eyes dry. Someone was coming. She held 
her breath. A handle squeaked within and the door opened. 

“Hello.” 

"Hello.” The speaker was a large, matronly woman in her for¬ 
ties, with a ready smile; indeed, the first thing Miss Laupfer 
noticed were the laughter lines around the lady’s eyes. She await¬ 
ed Miss Laupfer s enquiry with the hint of a smile. The latter, for 
her part, could think of nothing to say; she stared back at the kind¬ 
ly, good-humoured face and did not realise until much later that 
she could have gone on looking at that face for ever. Presently the 
lady cleared her throat and her smile broadened slightly. 

“Oh-” said Miss Laupfer, realising at one and the same time 

that she was expected to say something and that she might be 
interrupting a lesson. “Have you got a pupil?” she blurted out. 

“Several,” came the reply. 

“I’m sorry—I meant right now, at this moment. I was just won¬ 
dering—” 

“Come in,” said the matronly piano teacher. “No point in 
standing out here.” She led the way into her drawing room in 
which stood a baby grand piano with a standard lamp beside the 
keyboard. “Sit down, please.” The sofa and armchairs were deco¬ 
rated with blue flowers on a cream-coloured background. Miss 
Laupfer sat on a straight-backed chair next to an oak sideboard. 

“No, no,” admonished the lady. “Let’s have you sitting down 
properly. Try the sofa—go on, it won’t gobble you up.” Miss 
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Laupfer obeyed promptly and silently. The piano teacher sat on 
the piano stool and smiled down at Miss Laupfer. “Now then,” she 
continued in a manner which suggested that her visitor might 
care to state the purpose of her call. 

Miss Laupfer started to speak then stopped. “Oh dear, I’m sorry, 
I’ve forgotten your name.” 

“Marion Crozier.” 

“Well, Miss Crozier, I—I—oh dear, It is Miss Crozier, isn’t it?” 
Gertrude Laupfer suddenly realised how much hope she had 
invested in that question, and she blushed vividly. 

“Of course,” said Marion Crozier smiling broadly. “Lady piano 
teachers are always Miss.” Miss Laupfer noticed the faintest trace 
of a Yorkshire accent in the piano teacher’s otherwise well-mod¬ 
ulated tones. 

“Well anyway,” Miss Laupfer stumbled on, “I—I’ve just bought 
a piano, and-” 

“And you need someone to show you how to wangle a tune 
out of it.” It was a statement, not a question. Miss Laupfer liked 
that. “Yes, I suppose I do—” she said. 

“Splendid,” said Miss Crozier. “Now then, how often can you 
come? Twice a day? Three times? Would you like a cup of tea?” 

“Yes, please. Thank you.” Miss Laupfer was happy to assent to 
the last proposition, if only to give her time to work out the ear¬ 
lier ones. 

“Something to eat, perhaps? Biscuit? Salmon sandwich? 
Butterfly bun? Short o’ nowt we’ve got.” The last remark was a 
good-humoured accentuation of that hint of Yorkshire. Having 
seen the newcomer’s face light up at the mention of tea cakes, 
Miss Crozier left the room. 

Twice a day? Was this warm-hearted lady being flippant just for 
the fun of it, or did she really mean her suggestion? Gertrude 
could never afford that. In fact Miss Crozier was asking such ques¬ 
tions in order to gauge the type of person she was dealing with, 
though she felt she already had a fairly good idea. Certain indi¬ 
viduals might be outraged or might simply laugh. Others though 
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would look bewildered in a demure sort of way, which seemed 
tacitly to acknowledge the piano teachers authority and to indi¬ 
cate that they would be what she termed “responsive” pupils. Miss 
Laupfer, she decided, belonged most emphatically in this last cat¬ 
egory. 

All this, of course, was lost on Gertrude Laupfer, who tucked 
into a sultana-laden tea cake with its thick layer of butter. Vaguely 
she mused that she might be able to afford twice a week, and even 
that was stretching things a bit. Odd, though, that this magnificent 
lady had gone to such trouble to make her welcome, yet without 
fussing in the slightest. Miss Laupfer had read somewhere that that 
indicated confidence and maturity. After Miss Crozier s reassur¬ 
ance that she was indeed being playful, they settled on once a 
week. Miss Crozier poured her another cup of tea. As she watched 
the light golden stream bubbling into her cup Miss Laupfer heard 
the piano teacher say: “You’ll have to understand from the start 
that I am a disciplinarian.” 

Those words echoed and echoed. They kept coming back to 
her all the way home. They repeated themselves so insistently that 
several times she had to stop and sit down, while they glowed 
within her. Quite what their implications were she hardly dare 
think. Her heart beat rapidly and her breathing was spasmodic. 
She wet her handkerchief in a stream and dabbed her brow and 
cheeks and tried to think of something else. But the words would 
not leave her alone, even when she got home and went to lie 
down. I am a disciplinarian—I am a disciplinarian —the words would 
not go away. What impressed her was that Miss Crozier had 
uttered them in the most matter-of-fact way and had then 
returned Miss Laupfer’s startled gaze so impassively that the latter 
had been forced to turn away. But why was she reacting like this? 
Her stomach churned in a way that was by no means unpleasant. 
The only clue she had was a vague recollection of having felt like 
this—this exquisite embarrassment—somewhere before. 

She awoke in the night with a gasp, unsure of where she was in 
the pitch dark. In her heart and mind she was in the classroom at 
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her girls’ prep school where she had been in her sleep a few 
moments earlier. The dream was such a vivid recollection that, 
though awake, in the blanket of darkness around her she felt she 
could touch the wooden desks, smell the ink-wells and chalk, hear 
the flapping of Miss Fulton’s gown. What she could see and hear 
better than anything though—as though the event were being 
enacted immediately before her in the darkness—was the relent¬ 
less rhythm of Miss Fulton’s leather-soled slipper as it slapped 
repeatedly against the navy knickers of Florence Miles. Florence 
had broken a window while larking about and, in Miss Fulton’s 
words, was being made an example of. She was made to touch her 
toes and had her skirts lifted and thrown over her back. The pun¬ 
ishment took place barely three feet from Gertrude’s desk in the 
front row, and she was mortified to discover that she was blushing 
deeply, far more than Florence who was herself red enough. For 
two days she hardly dared to look anyone in the face. A short 
while later she broke a window herself and went to tell Miss 
Fulton. She stood in the latter’s study in a froth of fear and antic¬ 
ipation, swishing her gymslip around her. But Miss Fulton mere¬ 
ly said: “I’m sure it was not intentional, but do try to be careful in 
future, dear. Run along, now. I shall see that it is mended.” 
Gertrude left the study aching with disappointment. Only now, in 
the darkness of her bedroom, was she able to acknowledge just 
how disappointed she had been, and she clutched the counterpane 
to her face with both hands in an agony of embarrassment. The 
rest of the night she could do no more than doze fitfully. Next day 
at the library she found herself putting tickets in the wrong books. 
Whatever had become of Miss Fulton? 

Gertrude was engaged but had come to realise she could never 
be married. A friend from Scotland had been visiting. She had 
become infatuated with her friend and came to understand that 
she could never in the ordinary sense be a wife and mother. Her 
family was thrown into consternation. It was a real opportunity 
for her, they said, and she ought to be grateful. In a sense she was 
grateful, but there could be no going ahead with something she 
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had suddenly realised was not a part of her nature. She broke off 
her engagement and never saw her fiance again. It was not easy 
and the emotional strain of parting from someone who was essen¬ 
tially decent and honourable wrought in her a profound melan¬ 
choly. Then her friend had gone back to Scotland leaving her dis¬ 
traught. Gertrude Laupfer heard the nocturne as she walked alone 
on a summer evening shortly after condemning herself to a life of 
loneliness. With its fluttering exhilaration followed by a refrain of 
sweet sadness and resignation, it expressed for her everything that 
had happened, and she found a seat in the park, by the bowling 
green, and sobbed in what seemed like irredeemable hopelessness. 

The first two lessons were taken up with five-finger exercises and 
learning scales and arpeggios. Much of the intensity of Miss 
Laupfer s feverish imaginings had cooled off by then. It would not 
be accurate to say that she had forgotten about Miss Croziers 
statement; but at least the words had an almost friendly familiari¬ 
ty now they were at a safe distance. As for Miss Crozier herself, 
her manner was for the most part accommodating toward Miss 
Laupfer s uncertainty and lack of confidence. 

She was uncharacteristically three minutes late for her third les¬ 
son, largely owing to heavy traffic. Miss Croziers manner when 
she opened the door was friendly but with a distinct element of 
coolness and distance. On entering the front room Miss Laupfer 
was brought up sharply by the sight of a length of rattan, possibly 
two and a half feet long, which lay on the sideboard, its creamy 
gold colour in sharp contrast to the polished surface of the 
mahogany. Miss Laupfer stomach fluttered and she felt herself 
going red. She wanted to ask if she might use Miss Crozier’s bath¬ 
room; but the latter was already closing the door, an action which 
she followed immediately by pulling a dining chair out from its 
place by the wall and turning it around. 

“Now then,” she said, and Miss Laupfer noticed that the hint of 
Yorkshire in her voice had become more marked, “I think 
unpunctuality is something we should nip in the bud before it 
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takes a hold. I don’t want to waste my time and I don’t want you 
to waste your money. So we shall not mess about with explana¬ 
tions, excuses, call them what you will—we shall simply ensure 
that it does not happen again.” She picked up the switch. “Step 
forward, my dear.” Miss Laupfer stepped up to the chair as though 
in a dream. A moment later she felt a matronly hand on her neck 
which guided her gently but firmly over the back of the chair. As 
dream-like as her state may have been, Miss Laupfer could not 
help noticing Miss Crozier’s delightfully old-fashioned scent as 
her face was propelled down towards the leather seat of the chair. 

“Legs straight, dear,” said the teacher tapping the hollows of 
Miss Laupfer’s knees. She was bent so far over the chair that she 
had to stretch to keep her heels on the linoleum floor. Then swift¬ 
ly and without ceremony Miss Crozier administered two strokes 
of the switch. Miss Laupfer gasped after the first, yelped after the 
second. 

While the kettle was boiling for their already-customary after¬ 
lesson cup of tea, Miss Crozier reflected with a smile that Miss 
Laupfer was wearing traditional corsetry. That satisfying zing! as 
the switch was applied to the seat of her skirt made it obvious. 
That was good: she could afford to be firm with her pupil and 
would probably need to be. Miss Laupfer, she had noticed, wore a 
faraway look as she rubbed her posterior—an expression which, 
while it could not exactly be called happy, seemed to indicate that 
some deep need within her had been answered. Certainly her 
pupil had been more eager and responsive at the ivories than in 
her previous two lessons, quite noticeably so. 

At home Miss Laupfer examined herself in the mirror and was 
blushingly pleased to see the faint outlines made by the switch. 
Two perfectly parallel lines. She wondered vaguely, even with a 
touch of jealousy, whether Miss Crozier used the switch on any of 
her other pupils. Yes, she must do, thought Miss Laupfer with a 
stab of disappointment. Then she was angry with herself and said 
aloud: “What right have I to expect her to regard me more 
favourably than the others?” Only some time later did she become 
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aware of the implications of her view that to being the recipient 
of corporal punishment meant that one was regarded favourably. 

After her next lesson she plucked up the courage to say: “Are 
you really a Miss —1 mean not—not just as a piano teacher?” The 
words had taken some getting out and Miss Laupfer blushed yet 
again, realising how full of longing they must sound. 

“Yes,” said Miss Crozier quietly and left it at that. 

Miss Laupfer felt suddenly that she was being made fun of. It 
was all too much for her. “How can you!” she snapped jumping 
from her seat. “How can you trifle with me so? When you know 
I— oh\” She snatched at her handbag and ran from the room. At 
least she tried to—but the door handle was loose, and in her con¬ 
fusion she did not know which was the right way to turn it. A 
hand took her by the ear and led her gently and firmly back to 
the centre of the room. 

“Stand there and don’t move,” commanded Miss Crozier. She 
went to the sideboard and rummaged for a few moments. Then 
she stood up and turned to face Miss Laupfer, whose jaw dropped. 
She was holding a leather-soled slipper, exactly like the one Miss 
Fulton had used on Florence Miles. 

“Now then,” she said, bringing Miss Laupfer to stand by the 
side of an armchair, her jolliness gone, “I do not allow that sort of 
outburst in my house—and especially from someone I am as fond 
of as I am of you. Bend over.” 

Miss Laupfer bent over the arm of the chair and, under Miss 
Crozier s orders, settled her folded arms into the seat. A moment 
later she felt her skirts being raised. Her breathing was jerky with 
emotion, and her cheeks, she knew, were swollen and pink—pre¬ 
cisely, indeed, as was the sight which greeted Miss Crozier. For, 
instead of her usual full-length foundation garments, Miss Laupfer 
was wearing silk bloomers which matched her cheeks perfectly. 
With her hand placed in restraint over the elasticated waistband, 
Miss Crozier raised the slipper and a moment later the leather sole 
was brought down firmly against the well-filled seat of the 
bloomers. The smart thwack! echoed around the spacious room 
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with its linoleum floor surrounding the carpet. 

Miss Laupfer’s punishment proceeded slowly and rhythmically. 
She was aflame with tears of emotion and posterior discomfort 
not the severe shock brought by the sting of the cane, but a deep, 
sensual heat which spread through her and made her realise that 
her whole life lay in having someone who would treat her in this 
way. 

At last it was over. Having been helped to her feet, Miss Laupfer 
found her head being cradled against her teacher’s bosom. She 
sobbed quietly, not in anguish, but in joyful release, feeling that a 
stiffness and uncertainty, lasting many years, had now gone. 

“Are you really fond of me?” she whispered. 

“I am. You are more dear to me than anything.” She took her 
pupil by the shoulders and held her upright. “Your lessons,” she 
said, “are free from now on. And now you must go home and get 
changed. We are going out to dinner to-night.” 
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